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BOOK ONE
King of the Worlds Edge
Prolog

After the hurricane which swept Key West dmost bare, a cylinder of bronze, green with verdigrisand
thinned by the years, was dug out from cora and debris by a veteran engaged in the work of
recongtruction. He, perceiving it to be amost ancient relic, though he mistakenly believed it to date from
the Spanish occupation of that idand, redlized that it might be of more value if unopened. So hetook it to
the museum hi his home town, at which | happen to be curator.



| opened it hi his presence, being promised ten percent of any vauablesit might contain, should they
chanceto be of only ordinary interest.

We were both surprised to find in it atightly rolled bundle of parchment, upon which was painted hi
rugged soldier’ s Latin the following letter.

Asl trandated it, the eyes of my cdler sparkled, for he recognized abold kindred spirit acrossthe years.

[, too, thrilled, but with the zest of the antiquarian; for | knew that a the time of writing, Rome had
perished, the barbarians had dismembered the Western Empire, and only in Constantinople survived
anything of Roman pomp and power. Y et here, at adate forty years after thefal of Rome, wasaman
writing to a Roman emperor!

Had the letter been hi tune to have been of use, the history of the world would have been far different;
but it miscarried, and with it dl the hopes of its valiant writer. Let him spesk now for himself.

1
The Lost Legion
To whatever Emperor rulesin Rome—Greetings.

I, Ventidius Varro, centurion under Arthur the Imperator of Britain, and now King of the Western Edge
of the World, known here by such titles as Nuit-zition, Huitzilopochtli and Atoharo, send these relaions
by my only son, who seeks your confirmation of my kingship, that he may rulein my steed when | am
done.

Itisnow, | estimate, full five generations since the legionsfinaly withdrew from Britain, and though | may
be, inthe early part of these writings, but retelling what by now is common knowledge hi Rome, | cannot
be sure of that and it should betold. Bear therefore, | pray, with the garrulous reminiscences of an old
soldier, scarred in the services of acountry he has never seen.

Itishard for meto believethat sincel left Britain forty years ago it may not have been recovered from
the Saxon pirates?yet | must assumeit, for | remember well that for ahundred years previoudy we
received little or no help.

Nay, when in my grest-grandfather’ s time we Romano-Britons sent to Aetiusfor aid, pleading that the
reca| of thelegion he had sent left us defensdless, did we get even one cohort in return?

Not though we warned that Britain would be lost— as it has been, unlessindeed it istrue, as Myrdhinn
the seer hastold me, that Britain was discarded willfully as of little value to Rome.

How can | credit this, knowing well thefertile soil, the rich mines, the teeming fisheries of Britain? There
must be another reason, and Myrdhinn has said it

An ageisdying, the whole world tottering to ruin, overrun by barbarians aswein Britain were; yet for a
hundred years no news crossed the seasto us, other than garbled rumors brought by Saxons who were
no friendsto Rome.

They met our galleys and warships, twenty to one, and sank them. They harried our coast, burning,
marauding, pillaging, till hardly aroundship dared venture the crossing of the channel, and trade died.
Communication with the continent was shut off. Even the fishing-vessals dared not leave the Sight of land,
and everywhere the Saxon dragon-ships held the sess.



So, understand then that at therisk of boring you with an old tale, | must review the eventsfollowing the
recal| of the legions, when hi dl Britain the only Roman soldiers were those of the sadly decimated Sixth
Legion, Victrix, stationed at Eboracum and on the Wall.

If this be known to you, pass on. There are thingsto follow that will be new, for I am the only Roman left
divehi al theworld who has knowledge of the marvels| shdl describe.

Fird, after the Emperor Honorius' |etter of recall, the Twentieth Legion embarked—Ileaving Devaand the
west country exposed to the fierce mountain tribes of the Silures. Then from Ratae the Ninth marched
away and dl thelow country was helpless.

Two years|ater, the Second Legion left 1sca Silurum and nothing hindered the pirates from sailing up the
broad Sabrina

Lastly went the greater part of the Sixth, and, too week to hold the Wall, the Consul moved hisforces
farther south, deserting Eboracum to the Picts and Saxons, who promptly occupied it, settling thereto

Say.

If the various cities could have agreed among themsalves, and together have assembled an army, Britain
might yet be free. There were plenty of men with stout hearts and Roman training, and some of these the
Sixth recruited to bring up the full strength of the legion, but thiswas like diluting wine with water.

The cities from which the levies came bickered among themselves, each trying to keep itsfighting-men a
home, and so, Singly too week to fight off invasion, they fell asthey fought, singly. Meanwhile the various
British princelings gathered a following and set up petty kingdoms, quite separately from the city-dtates,
and most of these were later destroyed or absorbed by the invaders.

Eventudly what remained of the Sixth after three generations of fighting, recruiting and dilution, still caling
itself Roman and Victrix aswell, clinging to its eagles, retrested into the mountains of Damnonia, the last
sronghold of Britain.

And here | must in more detail begin the story of my own particular family and tell how it was affected by
these events.

Stranger! Know mefirgt. | am Ventidius Varro, then —Roman to the core of me, though | never have
seen that lovely city by the Tiber, nor did my father before me. He was British born, of a British mother,
and on his father’ s side was possessed of only one quarter of pure Roman blood. Y et am | Roman, my
alegianceisto Rome, and to her goes my love and my heart’ s yearning—to that delectable city which |
ghdl now never seeinlifel

The story of my family isthetragedy of Britain. When my great-grandfather was called into the troops,
my grandfather was ababe in arms. Theidand was bled white of fighting-men, only skeletons of
garisonsremaining, but by thetime of my grandfather’ s entrance into the Legion firm sturdy substance
had formed upon these bare bones of organization. One might say that the brainswere still Roman, but al
the flesh was British.

The Sixth fought the Picts, the Scoti and the Saxons, and athough the barbarians had gained afoothold,
they were al but didodged again and were held with their backs to the sea. Then, just as another year
might have decided the struggle, Rome called.

Men were needed—Rome itsalf wasin peril—my grandfather followed in hisfather’ sfootsteps, into
mystery, and never returned. None of the levies returned, and hiswife, left lorn with young children, my
father among them, moved west toward the mountains of Cambriaand brought up her brood hi



Viriconium.

Rome sent us no more governors, no more high officials or low. Our fortressesin the west continued to
be held by the decimated Sixth, but the very best men were gone, and | do not know where even their
gravesmay lie.

Then the Jutes, Saxons and Angli, who had occasionally fought beside us as alies againgt the FAicts,
turned againgt us, and my mother fled across the Cambrian border, looking over her shoulder at flaming
Viriconium, where my father with other brave men fought and died that Rome might be perpetuated in
Britain.

My early childhood was spent hi wandering about among the wild Cymry, whose bravery had chalenged
and broken all the power that Rome could hurl against them, and which now remained the only corner of
Britain which was free from the Saxon peril and which, strangely enough, now protected the culture of
Rome. And at last | come to my own time and the story you must know.

Among these Cymry dwelt the strange man known to them as Myrdhinn, but to us across the border as
Ambrosius, aman of noble aspect and terrifying eye, of flowing white beard and mgestic carriage; aman
whose very originis shrouded in mystery.

If thetaleistrue, Myrdhinn was Sired by ademon in the reign of King Vortigern, baptized instantly by
Blayse, the mother’ s confessor, thus becoming a Christian, but retaining the demoniac powers of magic,
ingght and prophecy. Others have considered him so wise that he could not be even dightly mortal, and
maintain that he was born at the age of eighty at atime co-exis-tent with the construction of Earth and has
snce been growing wiser!

It ismore probable, however, that he was afoundling brought up in childhood by Druidswho still keep
up their ancient practicesin Cambria, and taught by them their mystical lore, though heinlater life
embraced Chrigtianity. Druidism warred in his heart with Chrigtian tenets.

Itiswell known that the sages of antiquity possessed knowledge lost to usin these tunes of decadence,
and locked fast in Myrdhinn’ s brain were many secrets, including that of prolonged life.

| am beaten down by years, grizzled, gaunt and dmost toothless, yet Myrdhinn in dl thetime of my
acquai ntance remained the same as that of my mother’ s description, when as ayoung woman shefirst
saw him among the hills of Cambria, sriding dong alonely glen, hae, rugged and strong, the child Arthur
holding his hand and haf trotting to keegp up with the old man’ s vigorous pace.

They must then have been going to find hisfriend Antor, to whom Myrdhinn delivered Arthur for tuition,
and whose diligent care devel oped the tripling into Arthur, the hoped-for, the undying—Arthur,
Im-perator, the great Pendragon, dictator—Arthur, save only for treachery’ sintervention the savior of
Britain.

At that time he was abouit fifteen years older than | who, till asuckling, knew nothing of the stirring
events around me. By thetime | was growing caluses practicing with sword and spear, Arthur aready
was leading foraysinto Saxon land.

Old crippled soldiers of the scattered legion remnants trained the savage youth of Cambriato afantastic
semblance of theiron ranks of Rome. Again the smiths pounded red iron into white blades, again sow
and pig* talked on carroballista and catapult, and at last a ghost of the old Legion marched over the
border,

* Ratchet and pawl.



with tattered standards, battle-scarred armor, dented shiglds.

But we marched in full strength! Our metal was bright and polished, our bows strong and arrows sharp
(every man an archer, whether amember of the cavary, engineers or smplelegionary), and leading usdl
die glittering eagles gave us courage.

Sixth Legion, Victrix! Hail and farewel! Thy bones make the fields of Britain greener now.

Something of the old imperia spirit came back. Viriconium was captured, lost and held again, and the
Cymri streamed over the border, rebuilding al possible of the past glory. On the plain outside thewalls
scampered the shaggy Cambrian poniesin laughable contrast to the thundering charge of the Roman
horse. But the Saxon footmen scattered before the charge, and as time went by we penetrated deeper
into hostile country, winning back foot by foot the soil of Britain to be once again freeland for us exiles
and lovers of Rome.

Here and there we came upon noble steeds and maresin the fertile lowlands, and by thetime Arthur’s
forces were strong enough to meet in pitched battle a superior force of Saxons, three hundred horsemen
smashed theshidd walls.

The Saxons, streaming away, left us masters of thefield in thefirst greet battle to breek theinvaders
power, and harrying the retreat the cataphracts pursued, hacking them down and wreaking such havoc
that from the survivors of the troop Arthur formed hisnoble band of knights.

Their leather armor, knobbed with bronze, was replaced with plate; stronger horses were bred to carry
the extraweight; and as Arthur came victor from field upon field, armies, chieftains, kingsthronging to
him, naming him amheradawr (or imperator)—the Round Table cameinto being and held high court hi
Isca Silurum.

Thusfrom battl& to battle we passed—our glory increasing, our confidence growing, recruits coming
in—sneaking by night dong hostile shores hi coracles of hide and wicker, cregping by the moored Saxon
longships—until flaming hilltop beacons farther than the eye could see marked the boundaries of
recovered Britain.

Grumbling, growling to ourselves, watching the Legion grow to double strength, we waited for the word
to sweep over the Saxon remnant. Then came unexpected help from Armorica—our compatriots across
the seasailing in roundships and gdlleysto our aid.

Myrdhinn had asked for their help, and nobly they answered.

At that time we had but one warship, the Prydwen, agreat dromon built as an experiment from adesign
found in an old book, modeled to be a cruiser which could meet and plow under the enemy gdleys. Its
like had not been seen in British waters for hundreds of years. Armed with ballistas and arrow engines,
driven by oars and sails and with overhanging galleries the better to repd boarders, it towered over the
hulking roundships and low gdleys, like aproud cock who struts among hisfamily, protector of al.

Already the barbarians were marching upon us, out of Wessex, while at seaafleet salled to land forcesin
our rear.

We met them a Mons Badoni cus and spent the day and most of along moonlight night in killing, while
upon the water the dllied fleet covered itsdlf with glory.

Armorican, Hibernian and Saxon galleys crashed and flamed to heaven, while among them, ramming,
casting firepots, roamed the Prydwen in the arrow-degt, trampling the foe under her forefoot.



Thento us at last came peace, timeto live and love and rest—and for some, timeto plot treachery.

Myrdhinn had planned for Arthur amarriage with Gwenhyvar, daughter of anoble chieftain, Laodegan of
Carmdide; and journeying thither in disguise to see the maid before wooing, Arthur arrived at an
opportunetime. Thewalled city of Carmelide was besieged by awandering foray of savage mountain
raiders, but

Arthur’sarmored knights scattered them and drove them far.

Entering the city, Myrdhinn spoke for Arthur, beseeching the hand of Gwenhyvar asareward to the
city’ssavior.

It was open tak afterward that Myrdhinn had engineered this attack and rescue to bring about his own
plans, but | know nothing of the matter, having been far away. | believe him capable of it, for hismind
worked in devious ways and he was not aman to do athing in asmple way if something spectacular
could complicateit.

Thistune, however, if hewas at bottom of the matter, hislove for abrave show ruined himsdf, Arthur,
Gwenhyvar—and Britain. Y ou see, Gwenhyvar was dready hi love with ayoung man named Lanceloc.

Arthur was approaching middle age, Gwenhyvar and Lanceloc much younger. Theirs was the proper
union, but how could an ambitious father refuse the great Pendragon, savior of the city? Laodeggji
commanded, Gwenhyvar obeyed like adutiful child, and evil began.

“Forbidden fruit the sweetest of dl”—s0 runsthe ancient saw. Others knew what went onin dl its seamy
detail, but noble Arthur, the soul of bravery and honor, remained in ignorance for years.

Then Agrivain and Medrawd, kinsmen who aspired to be mighty themsdlves and who thought that could
be best done by bringing low those dready mighty, came sneaking, telling tales, spewing venom upon all
that Arthur held dear, and down crashed our hopes for Britain.

Lanceloc, Agrivain and Medrawd fled into Wessex, fleeing their outraged ruler, taking their kinsmen,
their vassas, and their friends.

Herethey dlied themsdves with what remained of Saxon power, sending word overseasthat it was safe
again for pirates to come and murder, rape and pillage, for Arthur was stricken to the heart and Rome
had forgotten her ot colony.

So the Sixth marched and the Saxons marched, and both great armies came toward the fatd field of
Cam-lan—and theend of dl glory!

2
Arthur, tJXCyrdhinn—and * Vivienne

It isnot for me to describe that tragic caamity to my Emperor, feeling certain that during the passage of
these many years the sad events of that cursed day have been so fully described to you that by now you
must have a clearer picture of the battle than any | could give. After dl, | was but a centurion, nor had |
any knowledge of the whole plan of battle. Still, dl planswere frustrated by athick cold fog that
shrouded us from the beginning, so that soon we broke up into troops hunting for smilar smal enemy
bands, killing and being killed in many bitter encounters.

Then asthe daylight grew more dim, the clash of arms became feebler, and wandering alone, separated
from my century, | dismounted from acharger | had previoudy found running masterless through the



daughter, and now led him along a beach where the waves of an ebbing tide came dowly in, whispering a
mournful requiem to al my hopes. The dammy, darkening fog seemed pressing down upon my very soul.

The narrow strand separated the ocean-seafrom asmall brackish lake at which | meant to water my
steed. So | turned to my left, hearing the plash of little waves among the sedges of the salty marsh
surrounding the fresher water. There was no other sound, save the occasiond croak of aseabird flying
blindly through the migt.

My horse was raising his head from his drink, with along sigh, when the fog abruptly lifted and gave mea
clear view of perhaps ahundred yards. We were standing at the edge of anarrow inlet, and upon its
other shore | saw the wreckage of afurious encounter.

Dead men lay in the water and carpeted the sand beyond asfar as| could seeinto the farther haze. But
not al there were corpses.

Onelay bleeding, partly raised upon an e bow, while bending over him was a ghastly knight. Much of
their armor was hacked away and that remaining was dabbled with blood. | recognized the pair.

The dying man was Arthur; the other, with whom he weekly argued, was Sir Bedwyr, one of the most
trusted of hisknights. | hailed them, but Arthur was too far gone or too absorbed to hear me, though Sir
Bedwyr looked across the water and lifted his hand for silence.

Again Arthur commanded and thistime Sir Bedwyr agreed, picked up Arthur’ s great sword, Cdiburn,
and walked away into the mist. Then the cold gray curtain fell again, and through it | rode around the inlet
until the sound of voices hated me.

“Thistimeyou did not fail me?’ queried Arthur.
“Regretfully | obeyed, my King.”
“And what did you see and hear?’

“I threw the sword into the mere, as you commanded, and asit circled flashing, something cried out most
dolefully, while up from the mere there raised along arm in aflowing deeve of white samite. Caliburn was
caught, brandished thrice and drawn under, while from al the mere rose up avarious keening of

sorrowful voices”

“So Cdiburn returnsto the hand that gaveit, to be held in trust for another who shal succor Britain.
Strange that | heard no sound.”

“Sadly | say it, my King, but your ears are becoming attuned to other rhythms than those of earth.”
“So soon? With my work barely begun?’

With that exclamation hiseyes closed. As| ap-preached, | could not tell if Desth had touched him or if it
was but a swoon.

Sir Bedwyr met me before | reached Arthur, and explained, whispering, the scene | had just witnessed.

“He seems out of hishead with despair. Hiswounds are grievous, but | think not fatal could | only stop
the bleeding. | think it ishis soul that isdying. Heisfirmly convinced that the end is come, for himsdlf, for
al of us, and for Britain. That iswhy he bade me cast his great sword into the mere.

“God forgiveme! 1 am aforsworn knight! | havelied to adying man. Y ou can understand, Centurion?



How could | cast it away? The brand has become a symbol to men. With Arthur gone, the scraps of our
army will raly only to something they cherish. Y ou know how the rabble need something to follow, a
hero, an eagle, a sacred relic. With something to protect or follow they are giants, without it they are only
men, afraid of death, afraid of pain. They would fight like demonsto keep Arthur’ s sword out of the
hands of the Saxons.”

| had dropped upon my knees, examining the deep woundsin side and thigh, but my efforts at sanching
were no better than the other’ s had been, and we worked together while he continued:

“So | cast the jeweled scabbard into the mere and lied! There was no arm hi white samite, no wailing,
only ripples onthe mere and asea bird' s croak!”

“Nor would there have been more had you hurled the sword after the scabbard,” | grunted. “Hand me
more of that linen shirt.”

He amiled sadlly.

“Now if hedies, hewill die happy in that respect, thinking | obeyed him, and if he lives he will understand
| meant it for the best and will forgive me, | hope. Do you think | wasright?’

“Unquestionably,” | agreed. “With Arthur’ s sword in our hands we can flee to the hills, gather strength
and dstrike again. If | could only stop this cursed blood!”

Hislips had become the color of clay, and | marveled that he till breathed, for it seemed that each faint
gasp would be hislast.

Hearing the approach of acompany, | looking up and clutched my own sword, then relaxed. Robed
men, sagely bearded, were about me. Myrdhinn and his Nine Bards had come, and never had | been so
glad to see that mysterious person as now.

He wasted no words, but brushing us both away, deftly probed the wounds, pressed at the base of the
skull and at two places upon Arthur’ s back, then motioned for usto stand guard.

“The great Pendragon is departing.”
The bards began a sorrowful keening, cut short by the sage.

“Peace! That will not help us. | cannot cure him. Time only can do that, but | can prevent afurther sinking
while we seek safety.”

The groping tendrils of fog swirled thicker about us al aswe watched those nimblefingers. Deftly he
bound up those dreadful wounds from which the blood no longer pumped, hislips moving in aswift
patter of mumbled words. Here was ascrap of Latin or aCymric phrase, but mostly it was merely a
ghilant hissing which belonged to no language of our ken.

And it seemed to usthat in the pause between the longer incantations the mist became thicker and thicker
yet, while just beyond the circle of our vison there sounded muttered rgjoinders, asthough Myrdhinn
prayed for the life of Arthur and the cold lips of that great host of British dead on Camlan field must

supply the responses.

And ever through the mist came the lapping of water on the distant shore. But was it distant? The sound
seemed closer than it had been.

Once Myrdhinn paused to listen, but went on to complete his charm.



A" cold touch lapped my ankles. | wasin apuddle of lake water without having redlized thefact. |
moved closer to the mound upon which the others stood.

“Ishedead?’ gasped Sir Bedwyr, and Myrdhinn shook his head.
“Hewould have been by now, but his breathing has stopped and he will live.”
“Stopped his bresthing? Then he must diel”

“Not entirely stopped, perhaps,” smiled Myrdhinn. “He will bresthe possibly once aday, until he has
recovered during along deep the energy and the blood he haslost He has been ddmost drained dry. We
will take him to a safe and secret place where | can hide him away until he is recovered and ready to fight
aganfor Britain.”

| moved out of the water again. Was | sinking in amarsh? The ground seemed solid.
“How long must he deep?” Again Sir Bedwyr questioned.

“Longer than you would bdlieve. Your boneswill be mold and your very tomb forgotten, before Arthur
haswell begun to deep! | cannot explain now—hear that clank of arms? Enemies are prowling in the
mist! Quick, Varro, hep my mento lift him across your saddle. We must fleg!”

As| moved to obey, | saw again that | stepped from water to reach higher ground. | looked about me.
Un-perceived by us, the water of the mere was stealthily rising to surround and cut us off.

Quietly | showed Myrdhinn. His eyeswidened. Then he laughed.

“Ah, Bedwyr. 1t would have been better had you returned Caliburn to the lady who loaned it. My wife,
Vivienne, asomewhat grasping person. She may bear us agrudge for cheating her. She held me
ensorceled in the wood of Brocdliande for sometime, | remember very vividly. Come quickly, before the
water rises!”

A huge wave came up from the mere and hurled itself dong theinlet, swirled about our knees and fell
back asthough loath to release us.

“Hurry! Hurry!” urged Myrdhinn.

Again we heard the clinking of accouterments, thistime much closer, and soon the gruff words of Saxons
could be distinguished.

They were hard upon us. Sir Bedwyr looked at me, and | a him. We were the only armed men hi the
party. With common consent we turned back, but for only afew steps when we again heard the rumble
of amonstrous wave breaking upon the lowland we were leaving.

Thistime other sounds followed—cries of horror, of pain; the screams of tortured men; then groans, and
bitter sobbing, avfully intermingled with mumbling, munching sounds, asthough in the fog mercifully
hidden from us some mongtrous thing was feeding.

We stood aghast as Myrdhinn urged usto join the party.
“Come quickly! Tarry not! The mistake will soon be discovered. Let usget far from thisevil place.”
“What is back there?’ | gasped.

“Vivienne s pet, the Avanc. The Worm of the Mere. We have cheated it and her aswell. Sheis probably



jedlousthat | have aided Arthur and sheis surely enraged at theloss of Caliburn, which was due her by
the terms of the loan.

“Listen, my good wife, and heed!” He called into thefog. “I hold Arthur’ s sword, and shal now keep it.
Thisto repay for my years of imprisonment hi the Ring of Smoky Air.

“Run, for your lives, men, run!”

Weran, besdethetrotting horse. For thefirst few minutes all was till; then the ground surged in waves
beneath uslike an angry sea. Once, twice, thriceit rolled and threw usfrom our feet. We picked
ourselves up and ran blindly in thefog.

Then somewhere a crash, as though the ocean-seawas hurling itsdf violently upon the bloody shore, and
along silence, followed by a second mighty roar of waves now mercifully far away. Silence again.

Inthefog, just outsde our vison, awoman laughed. Long, low and inexpressibly evil! Musicdly lovdy,
but oh, so wicked!

Just alaugh, nothing more, but in it was hinted the knowledge of something that we could not then know
or guess, something that we should and must know, but which was withheld from us.

We looked at Myrdhinn. He shook his head without speaking.

Something had been done by the Lady of the Lake, to repay insults, to avenge Lanceloc (said to be her
kin) and to injure us dl, but what it waswe did not know.

We went our way again, deeper and deeper inland, on into the fog. And behind us, till we had gone so
far we could not hear it, rippled that lovely musical laughter, chilling the blood in our veins.

3
The Seeper and the Seer

Thereisno need, my Emperor, to weary you with dry details of all we said and thought and did during
the next few days. It isnot for that reason | am writing. Briefly, then: We marched for severd nights,
through hostile country, picking up stragglers as we went, and hiding until we numbered forty men and
could march by day. Twice we fought wandering bands of Saxons aswe pressed on westward toward
Arthur’ shomeland of Lyonesse, for he had often expressed awish to be buried hi his natd village of
Avaon. But aswe neared it, we met wild-eyed refugees, fleeing amore dire peril than the sea
raiders—the seaitsdf! For, we learned, on the very eve of that fatal field of Camlan, thefertile and
populous province of Lyonesse had sunk benegth the sedl

Y eq, Sixty villages and towns, each with its church and wedlth and people, anong them Arthur’ sown
Avaon, lay drowned and nothing remained to mark the spot but afew scattered hilltops, now idandsina
seaof yellow muddy waters.

“Vivienne, think you?’ | asked Myrdhinn.

He nodded without speaking, but his nine bards, in tones as solemn asaped of drowned bdlls,
answered, “Aye.”

We hurried on through a thick wood and came to a shalow place where the ebbing tide had filled the



underbrush with mud, corpses, bodies of horses and cattle, fish with their bellies burst open by the
underwater explosionswhich had accompanied the sinking of the land.

Myrdhinn leading to agod he had decided upon, we followed: first, the nine bards; then mysdf and the
charger which bore Arthur’ sbody, very yellow and unbreathing, though warm and flexible; then the
legionaries, who accepted me as centurion, though only two were from my century, and most of the
others were unknown to me.

We passed through the wood and arrived at agreat hoar rock, almost amountain, and up thiswe
climbed and rested. For along time we looked out over the drowned land murdered by sorcery and
spite, watching the tide comein and cut us off from the mainland, while Myrdhinn sat apart, considering
thefuture.

Then, on the ebbing of the tide, we returned to the wood and | eft the seer alone with the deeper. We
made camp beyond the deathly wood and waited—three days. During al that time a thick black cloud,
neither fog nor smoke, hung about the summit of the mount, unmoving in the fiercest wind, and those
among uswith sharp ears claimed to hear mutterings in an unknown language issuing from the cloud.
Likewisg, it ssemed, they heard variousinvigble hurrying creatures, passing through the air above,
gpeeding toward the mount, conversing asthey came,

For mysdlf, | heard none of this, and it was very likely but the tirring of volcanic activity still busy near
the sunken province.

Findly Myrdhinn cameto us, and the cloud disgppeared as had Arthur and the glory and honor of his
reign. Where he had been laid with Caliburn, hisfamed sword, fast hi his grip, Myrdhinn would not say,
except that he was hi a secure spot not to be found by man until the tune was come for the waking of
him.

Be not concerned for Britain’s champion, oh my Emperor, for | have the sure word of Myrdhinn thewise
that Arthur shall one day wake! Therewill beamighty war hi which al the tribes shall engage which
possessthetiniest drop of British blood. Then Arthur will wake, make himsalf known and with Caiburn
carry carnageinto the lands of Britain’s enemies. And war shdl be no more and peace shdl reign forever
over dl of Earth!

This, Myrdhinn told us. He told us also that he had writ thisin enduring letters of Cymric, Ogham and
Latin, about the walls of Arthur’s abode, sedling the entrance thereto with arock cunningly fixed and
inscribed:

HERE ARTHUR LIES. KING ONCE AND KING TO BE.

Lest, Emperor (if Britain has by now been reclaimed by Roman legions), they should be tempted to
search for and enter this secret place, be warned. Myrdhinn has set watchers there. Arthur cannot and
must not be awakened before the appointed time. The watcherswill seeto that. They are not human,
they will not deep or rest, they do not eat or drink, tire or forget or die! They are there to keep the
entranceinviolate. Bewarned! They are dangerous and will wait as Myrdhinn commanded, till Arthur
awakes, beit one or three thousands of years. | do not know, nor doesit concern us. They are there, the
Guardians—the Watchers!

The next morning, again we marched, followed the coastline westward, and after some time we reached
the very end of land, where beyond lay nothing but the boundless ocean. Here on the brink of ahigh raw
cliff sood amonstrous boulder so cleverly poised that the touch of ahand might rock it, but many oxen
could not pull it from its place, though bar and pry might didodgeit.



Myrdhinn drew from his robes a bronze plate already prepared and inscribed with an account of what
we had done, ingtructions for entering Arthur’ s chamber and awarning to the unwary.

Again weleft him done; again we saw the black cloud gather and from a distance saw amarvel hard to
explain. The massive and ponderous boulder rosein air to the height of atall man!

Thiswork, which would have taxed the powers of a Titan, was done noiselesdy and with apparent ease.
Myrdhinn merely touched it, so far aswe could judge, and it rose.

He stooped, put the plate benegth it, and the rocking stone descended upon it, holding it safe there until
such time as Myrdhinn described, upon joining us:

“When the moment is comefor Arthur’ s awaking, the earth will shake, the rocking stone will topple
down the dliff and Lyonesse will rise from the sea. Then, according to my vision, men will find my hidden
words, will read, understand and obey. Then, when the drowned lands are fertile enough so that apple
blossoms Wow again in Avaon, in apple blossom time, men will enter his degping-chamber, waking him
without fear of the watchers, and the eraof peace on earth will begin.”

Y ou, my Emperor, may think this fantastic, but had you heard the words of the ancient, you could not
have doubted. It may occur to you that Myrdhinn was asorcerer, and it istrue that at tunes he did use
sorcery, aswill be shown, but he dreaded it mightily. His Chrigtian beliefswarred with his Druidic
learning and he had the fedling that he was risking hdllfire by the use of black magic.

Hewasan heir to al thelost lore of the ancients, and much of his sorcery was marvel ous tricks with quite
natura explanations, but the basic facts which made them possible were hidden from the rabble. The
world is hoary with years and has forgotten much.

Now, our misson accomplished, we must needs look to our own welfare and so held a.council to decide
our future, and found that we were of several minds.

Some werefor sriking deep into the hills and gathering other fugitives about us until we were ableto
strike again for freedom. Sir Bedwyr proposed this plan and many agreed with him, but | disputed, it
seeming wiser to take ship and sail acrossto Armorica, where we might find kinsmen who would see us
on the road to Rome. *

Here, | suggested, a punitive expedition might be sent as had been once before from Gaul. Surely, |
argued, Britain was too val uable a part of the Empire to be lost—and then Myrdhinn ended the
bickering.

“You, Sir Bedwyr, and you, Centurion, think of nothing but the regaining of Britain, but believe mewhen
| tell you thisisnot possible. The Empireitsdf isdying; the seet of power is shifting eastward. Britain has
been logt for ageneration and its only hope of Romano-British domination died when treachery and
intrigue brought usto Camlan field. Gaul is going down the same road and soon will belost forever to
Rome.

“Britain belongs now to the strongest and will be dismembered among them. It isfor usto flee, not to
Rome, whose power iswaning, but to another land of which the ancientstell.

“Suppose, now, that there was aland, beyond the western ocean, so far away that it is unknown to the
Jutes and Angles, the Saxons and the Norse—known to Rome long ago, but forgotten by all except
scholars. Would it not be worth visiting, exploring, conquering perhaps, to furnish for us poor exilesa
new home, anew domain into which Rome might send fleets and colonies should the barbarians press
too hard? | am certain that thereis such aland.



“Firdly, itissaid that King Solomon of the Jews obtained precious metals from its mines, brought hence
by the men of Tyre. Homer, of the Greeks, speaks of awesterly land beyond the seas, locating, as does
Hiny, the Western Ethiopiansin thisland. Plato tells us of asunken continent named Atlantis, but thisis
not the same, for Anaxagoras also tells of agreat division of the world beyond this ocean, dry and
unsubmerged.

“The historian Theopompus tells us of the Meropians and their continent beyond the western ocean,
larger, he says, than al our known world, and Aristotle says that the Carthaginian explorers discovered
and settled a part of the southern country, until their Senate decreed that no one should voyage thither,
killing dl the settlers, lest it no longer remain a secret; for the Carthaginians wished this country to be kept
asarefugefor themsdvesif ever adisaster befell their republic, but lost their shipping in the Punic Wars.

“Statius Sebosius cdlsthisland ‘the two Hesperides' and tells usthat forty-two days sailing will bring us
there. Could you ask for better proof than al of this?’

“Ridiculous” snorted Sir Bedwyr. “Thereisnot avesse hi Britain that could be equipped for such a
voyage! Far better to recruit, build up strength and have at the Saxons again.”

“Y ou areforgetting the Prydwen. Arthur’ s own dromon lies safe a Isca Silurum, if the Saxon
dragon-ships have not raided and burned the city. If we find her whole, will you sail with us?’

“Not I,” quoth he, stoutly. “I live and diein Britain. What! Should | venture to seahi a ship so weighed
down with meta that apuff of breeze might founder her? Let stedl kill me, not tin!”

Here he spoke of anovelty, which the Cornish tin miners had conceived. They had sent great stores of
thismetd, without cog, to Arthur for embellishment of his ship, and the Imperator had sheathed the
Prydwen with it, from stem to stern, above and below water, knowing it to be protection againgt fireballs
above and barnacles below. This made the Prydwen glitter so handsomely that many caled her “The
House of Glass”

“Y our fearsare unfounded. | fed it in my prophetic soul, that | and all who sail with me shdl seethisland
which may indeed proveto bethe Ides of the Blest of which you have al heard at your mother’ sknee.
Why not? The wise geographer, Strabo, believed hi it. Shall we consider him aromancer? It may indeed
be that the Meropians have aready sailed eastward and discovered Europe; for Cornelius Nepos, the
eminent historian, saysthat when Q. Metellus Celer was proconsul in Gaul, in 63 B.C., certain peculiar
strangers were sent to him as agift from the King of the Batavi. They said that they had been driven from
their own land, eastward over the oceans until they had landed on the coast of Belgica.

“This may have ingpired Seneca, one hundred and thirteen years thereafter, to prophesy in histragedy of
Medea, asfollows:

“ ‘In later years an age shal come, when the ocean shall relax itsbonds, agreat continent shall belaid
open and new lands revealed. Then Thule shdl not be the remotest land known on the earth.’

“Four hundred and fifty years have elapsed since that prediction. If we sail and discover, we cannot now
cal oursavesthefirg, because we shdl but follow in the footsteps of otherswho havetraveled inless
stout vesselsthan ours.

“Fishersfrom Armorica, our own kinsfolk, have visited its northern fishing-grounds yeerly, hi their
ridiculous craft, while Maeldune of Hibernia, with seventeen followers, less than ahundred years ago,
was blown to seain flimsy skin currachs, and claimed to have reached alargeidand where grew
marvel ous nuts with insdes white as snow.



“ S0 you see there are such lands and they can be reached! Moreover, hi our own tunes, Brandon, the
monk of Kerry, the same one who recently established the monastery at Clonfert, has been there not
once only, but twice! He had no great warship, such aswe, but amerchant vessdl with strong hides
nailed over it, pitched at the seams, and it took him and his people forty days (dmost exactly asrelated
by Statius Se-bosius) to reach this mysterious country.

“Now who among you will comewith me and cal yourselves men?’

“Thereis nothing herefor us but a choice between death or davery and degradation. | say let usal go
and find this paradise on earth, thisland of Tir-nan-og, this country of Hy Bresail, these Fortunate and
Blessed Ided”

Thus|, carried away with enthusiasm.

Then, indeed, began much arguing pro and con, which in the end resolved itsdlf into adivison of our
force. Many, fearing mongters of the deep, demons and other fantasies, elected to remain, and choosing
Sir Bedwyr astheir leader they marched off toward the wild mountains, and whether they died before
they reached the safety of the hillsor lived henceforward alife of skulking outlawry, | know not.

At alittle port we bought skin currachs, and, hugging shore, passed through the muddy waters, left them
for cleaner, and in the end we reached Isca Silurum, without seeing a Saxon sail. And mightily glad we
wereto seethe glitter of the Prydwen’s sides and the golden glint of 1sca s guardian genius, high upon its
pillar, for these thingstold usthat we were sailing into afree and friendly province.

So wefound it, alittle section of freeland, bounded by thefour cities of Aquae Sulis, Corinium, Glevum
and Gobannium—alittleidand of freedom hi abarbarian sea, and wein its one safe port of Iscawere
loath to leave it for the dreaded Sea of Darkness.

Y et amonth later we left it. One hundred fighting-men, besides afull complement of sailors, and thirty
Saxons whose strong backs we thought would be useful when winds could not be found. These were
prisoners doomed to execution, and we took them to make up alack of rowers. Better for usif we had
let them die by the ax!

So we turned our backs on Britain, never, any of us, to seeit more.
4 * A jFtttle Ship—and a Qreat Sea

Now, it isnot my concern to make atedious account of our seavoyage, but afew items of importance
must be told for your guidance.

When your fleet of conquest and discovery sails, lay in great store of provisions, for thisseaisvast.

Onceout of sight of land, let your shipmen sail into the face of the setting sun; they will find theland that is
waiting for your rule.

If driven out of their course by storms, having sailed thuswest for forty days or thereabouts, sail north or
south aong the coast of thisland which the people here call Alata, and they will find abroad gulf, aswe
found it, into which emptiesamighty river.

Let them search for thisriver, for there at its mouth liesafortified town and in it wait guides who will
conduct your men to my capita city.

Carry much water. Itislifeitsdf, for this seais so vast that we tossed upon it near two months, and had
we not had many rainy dayswe could not have lived, though four times we found idands and filled our



casks, pails, pans, even our drinking-cups before leaving those hospitable shores for our westward
journey.

Y et there was no bickering aboard ship, among us Romano-British, athough on the tenth day at seawe
learned the mettle of our daves.

At first we had filled the port oar-bank with Saxons, thinking that rowing as aunit againgt aunit of free
men on the opposite bank might breed within them a spirit of competition and bring about a better
understanding. Enemies though they were, we respected them as doughty fighters and hoped to use their
strong backs to advantage. But they sulked and would not work well, lagging in the stroke and causing
trouble in many ways.

Then we separated them, fifteen to aside, and afree man between each two of them. This system, with
use of the whip, worked better. There was no more lagging, and sulk asthey might,“the Prydwen
plowed on through fair and foul wesather dike, sometimes with sail and sometimes with oar-play, but
questing westward with alookout aways at the masthead; for at that time not even Myrdhinn was certain
how far we might have to seek for sight of land.

Before the dawn of thistenth day, these despairing homesick Saxons struck in the only way |eft opento
them, preferring death to continued davery.

| was roused from deep by ayell, and my door crashed open. In bounced Marcus, my sister’ s son, with
acry of “Firel” which brought me up standing. Unarmed, | rushed out in my night-gear.

Below decks, the planking benegath the oar benches was blazing, spreading fast along the inner sides,
crisping the leathers over the oar-holes and flaring to high heaven, painting the sail scarlet.

It was more than one fire—it was many—started S multaneoudly, but running together so rapidly that we,
could hear theflamesroar. A bucket brigade was forming, and as | looked the first water fell, but | had
no eyesfor that.

There was agreater Sght, athing so brave in its hopeless despair and determination that | cannot
describe it with justice. Midway down the port bank sat three men areedy lapped infire!

Two had aready breathed flames and were dead or dying, for their heads had dropped on their breasts
and their long hair was burning. The third saw me staring, laughed wildly hi historment and triumph and
best his breast with a charred and blistered hand.

Then hebeganto sing! | shal never forget the sght, the smell of burning flesh, the crackle of rushing
flames and thet fierce terrible song:

“ Cattle die, kings die, Kindred die, we also die; One thing never dies: The fair fame of the
valiant!”

Hiseyesclosed, | thought him spent, and then he raised hisface upward—and cried (aglad cal, inspiring
asatrumpet blast!):

“Courage, comrades, let us go to Woden like men!”
And herolled from hisbench into the flames, stone dead.

Godsl How they fought us aswetried to quench the fire they had set, by saving through the daysthe ail
issued in their rations, letting it soak into the planking, and, when al wasready, igniting it with live cods
from a cresset handy to onein his chains, then passing the cods from hand to hand till al were supplied.



More than one of us bore marks of their manacles as they sought to hinder us until we al should burn
together; but in the end, those living were herded aft under guard, not al walking there, being borne by
those comrades who had not been clubbed into insengbility.

Y ou may well suppose thet after thefirewas out, we were dl hi savage mood and with littleinclination to
be lenient to the rebels.

“Overboard with them!” was the main cry, as the men crowded round. Then Myrdhinn came forward.
“I have something to say to you dl,” he mildly interrupted. “ Saxons, isyour chief dead?’

“I, Wulfgar Ironbdly, am King, and dlive,” growled aflaxen-bearded giant, thrusting to the edge of his
group.

“And |, hisbrother Guthlac, am dive,” echoed one who might have been histwin, closdly following.
“Speak to us both, Gaffer, and we will barken.”

“HFirgt,” Myrdhinn began, “I am respongiblefor thisexpedition. | know my limitations, and having no
experience upon the sea | have not interfered with affairs pertaining to ship life and operations. However,
| have no intention that men brave enough to seek liberty through painful death and courageous enough to
watch their kinsmen suffer in quiet and watch in quiet thefire cregping to envelop themsalves shal now
die ausdless death, depriving this ship of near ascore and ahaf of such doughty spirits. Saxons, ye are
freemen!”

An uneasy murmur rippled through the crowd. Was Myrdhinn mad?*
The Saxons|ooked at each other, unbelieving. Had they heard aright?

“You arefree,” Myrdhinn repeated, “ on conditions. We obvioudy cannot put back at this stage of the
journey, the purpose of which may have escaped you. We are engaged in ajourney to the world' s edge
in search of new lands of which we have tidings. We do not know what we may find there or if we shdl
ever return. Knowing that behind uslies only ruin, war’ s desol ation, and an unhappy future, we go west,
where our faith has placed the Land of the Blessed. Possibly we may find it. Very likdly, we shdl not.

“Saxons, | ask you to fight beside us, to chance the decrees of Fortune with us, to accept hunger, thirst,
the perils of astrange land, for the joy of discovery and adventure. In short, | would sail with you dl as
brothers. Saxond! Isit yeaor nay?’

They taked among themsdavesin low voices. Then Guthlac struck hands with his brother and their eyes
gleamed through the soot.

“What atdewe shdl bring home with us, Wulfgar!”
“Count on us as free men under your conditions, Wedas!”
The gathering broke up and | followed Myrdhinn to his cabin.

“In God' s name, are you mad? Can't you see, if we do discover anything, the news will reach the Saxons
too? Those pirates will follow to ravage any settlements that Rome may make!”

Myrdhinn shook his head. “Do not concern yourself about trifles, Varro. Not one of those men will ever
see hishomeland. They are doomed men aready.”

| stared a him. Sometimes Myrdhinn terrified me.



“Just how much do you know? How about us? Will we succeed?’

“I know more than you think and lessthan | wish. | can foresee much, but not all—or enough. There are
blanksin the future which are closed to me as much asto other men, and nothing | could tell you would
be enough, or what you should know, the future being mutable and subject to change. But do not worry
about Saxon pirates ravaging Roman townsin Brandon Land, for that they will never do.”

| believed him then, and now | know that what he said wastrue.

Widl, we fought on, beating our way into storms and out of them, storms so tremendous that we took in
seas over the bulwarks and learned what it was to struggle without ceasing, through aworld al water,
with aship that would scarcely obey the hdmsman, so duggishly sherolled. We knew the worry of
broken oars, of riven sails, of acrew more dead than alive from loss of deep and the battering of the
waves, but bailing like fiends to keep the water down so that the next great water mountain might not hi
itsfdling finish thework entirdly and send us &l to Neptune.

But Myrdhinn kept us courageous and gtill believing in him; when it seemed as though we wereto sall till
our beards were gray, we kept on triving to cross this mighty River of Ocean, though beginning to
despair of ever reaching itsfarther bank.

Findly the winds ceased blowing and not even atiny swell rippled the surface, so it was “out oars and
row,” which we did for aweary week, and nobody became disheartened; for Myrdhinn told us that
Bran-don had cometo this place and passed through it without harm, though hindered by floating weed.
So we knew oursalvesto bein the proper track and took this for agood omen, till fog came down and
for three days we saw neither sun nor star to guide us, and our shipman was like to go out of his mind
with worry and fret about it.

So Myrdhinn looked into his private stores and brought up alittle hollow iron fish, which he placed with
care hi abucket of water, treating it asavery preciousthing.

At once, it turned itself about, pointing with its nose to the south and marking the north with itstail, so
intelligently that amost our shipman was afraid to look at it, not having much trust hi Myrdhinn’s good
intentions, and, | think, disbelieving in any other lands save those he knew.

“Remark, worthy voyager,” said Myrdhinn, “how” the sde fins point out the points of west and east, and
be guided by them. And guard thislittle fish thet it be not logt, for | prizeit far more than itsactua vaue
would indicate, it having been given to me by ayelow-skinned wanderer who by itsaid had guided
himsalf across the broad plains of Scythia, to theidand of Samothrace where we met.

“Also, fear not the daysto come, since Brandon has written that beyond this Seaof Camsliesaf ar
idand inhabited by awise people, and among them we may expect to find shelter.”

We rowed, the sun and stars returned, our food gave out entirely; we drank our bdliesfull and rowed
again, stayed by that thin cheer, until one day the winds came and bore us on, and dl of usfel on our
knees and thanked our various gods (Christian and pagan together); for there were now but very few il
strong enough to move an oar.

| repedt, bring large stores of food, lest your men be in the state we now found ourselves, debating
whether or no one of us poor hungry folk should die that the rest might eat. Myrdhinn saved us from that
an. Inthis broad watery desert he found us food!

| might mention herethat hi al our long journey we saw none of the seamonsters of which fables have so
much to tell, though we did see Strange sights that filled us with dreed.



One night our lookout came below, squeding and white with fear, crying out that the seawas blazing and
we were logt. Hurrying to look, we were startled to find that al around us the water was glowing and
shimmering with light. But it was not fire, my Emperor, and it was harmless, though | cannot explain the

mystery.

One must expect odd thingsif onetravels. Not everything strange is dangerous, and who but cowards
would hold back from great adventure because of odd, unexplainable events?

Wetook it for aportent, but it was not—unlessindeed it foretold good, for no evil happened us. Fear
not thistrivia oddity, native to these seas, but boldly disregard it when found, and press onward. We
passed from it unscathed.

We saw dolphinsand mightier fish aso, but none so huge as the unbelievable fish Jasconye, which
Brandon describes as being the hugest fish hi al the world, and writes that upon its back heand al his
men celebrated the Feast of the Resurrection, not knowing but that they stood upon an idand, until they
lit fireto cook somevictua, and their idand sank and left them al swvimming!

This| taketo beataefor children. Disregard it. We saw none so huge, though we were companied for
some distance by a convoy of very large creatures who sported around us, watching uswhile they sent
high spurts of water and froth into the air from their nostrils asthey breathed. They harmed us not, being
curious only, though by their very size and weight they might prove dangerous if maddened. Be warned
inthis matter! After thiswe met another land of fish, very evilly disposed toward man, and we learned
about it asfol-lows:

KiniaFch, one of our bravest, though without any Roman blood, being purely Cymric, had been
wounded severely in our affray with the rebes. While we had food he lived and languished, becoming no
better and in fact faling dightly each day, until hi the end, when our rations grew scanty and coarse, he
died.

We buried him hi the only way we could. His Cymric comrades keened over him, gashing themselves
with then- knives. Myrdhinn prepared him for burid, marking hiswinding-sheet not only with aChristian
cross, but aso with asickle which he painted upon the cloth hi gold, while besideit he pinned a scrap of
mistletoe, these things being symbols of the old Druidic faith never yet completely destroyed hi the dark
fastnesses of Cambrian hills.

So prepared for any future, we did the body over the side, and witnessed ahorrid sight. Scarce had it
touched the water when afiercefish seized upon it in awelter of foam, and fought for the fragmentswith
other of itskin which ingtantly appeared.

We dew savera with javein casts, but finding these victims were speedily set upon, we ceased, for
others smelling the blood in the water came and followed us. They kept hi our wake for days, until, as|
have written, we were dying for want of food. Then Myrdhinn cameto our help.

We had tried to kill one of these fish before, for food, but when wounded each was rent apart by its
companions. Now Myrdhinn bade ustry again, saying that this time we would not fail.

Heformed alength of ropeinto acircle, coated it with greenish paste from asmall pot, gave three of us
heavy mittens and warned us not to touch the rope with our bodies. Then, telling us what to do, he
dangled hisfoot overside and pretended to dip.

As one of the man-eaters came to the surface we flung the rope around him. When it struck the water,
the surface bubbled and fumed, hissing as though touched by hot iron. The fish Sung itself about ina
frenzy, but could no more escape than from astone wall built about it. Then it stiffened out and lay belly



upward, rocking in the enclosed space, while its kindred nosed about outside.

Before they could break in, though the rope was now sinking, we had hooks in the carcass and dragged
itin, and it was not long before we were dining upon tasty steaks. So we escaped from the Sea of
Cadms, and feeding thriftily upon our fish-mest (for Myrdhinn warned usthisfeat was not magic and
could not be repeated) we sailed on.

The skin of this great man-eating fish was hard to cut, and Guthlac spokefor it, shaping the thickest part,
while moigt, into abreastplate. This he studded with the bosses from an old worn-out piece of armor we
found for him, and took aso the buckles and straps.

With more of the hide, he covered awooden buckler, and with small pieces made scabbards for sword
and seaxe, binding also his ax-haft with narrow strips; so when this hide dried and shrank tight hi the sun,
Guthlac was possessor of as fine equipment as any on board.

And indeed, many of uswere envious of him, for thisthick, knobby hide proved to be nigh astough as
metd, though we could not then foresee the dire result of thisday’ swork of his, which wasto bring
sorrow to mein later years.

5Brandon’slide

Closeto aweek later, aviolent wind in company with thunder and lightning and hissing sheets of rain
overtook us, and until dark and after we raced along hi itsgrip. But it passed us before dawn, and aswe
lay rocking hi the following swell, many milesfrom where the scorm had found us, we hi some curiosity
peered ahead hi the hdf-light of early morning, aided by far lightning flashes.

Every man of usknew a strange fedling, a sensation of an event about to occur, something pleasant or
horrid, we could not tell which—but something which sent beforeit awarning of its coming.

Then thewind shifted, blowing toward us, and plainly was wafted the sweet hot smell of lush, rotting
vegetation, so we knew then and one whispered to another, “Land! Land!” and the other, “What land,
mate?’ and the other, “What land, mate?’ for Brandon told of many ides, somewith friendly folk and
some where dwelt enchantersto be feared, and some where worshipful priests dwelt, solitarily praisng
God, and clothed only hi aweave of their long gray hair.

But, even as we whispered among us, ariver of fire poured down the sky with a sound as though
Heaven' sfloor were split wide open, and the lookout hi the maintop raised his hands hi the glare, crying
“Brandon’sIde!” hi awild exulting shout, and again al was dark and we groped as though struck blind.

In that instant we knew that the Scot adventurer’ stale wastrue, at least hi part, for the littleides with the
enchanters, elther friendly or inimica, weredl tiny and low in the sea, but thiswhich reared itsdlf before
uswas mighty land indeed, high and rugged, nor could wetdll then in that brief flashif it beidand or no.

And | may well say herethat | think the Stories of enchanters were creations of fancy, inserted into a
description of travel too dry otherwise to appedl to Brandon'slegend-loving folk.

So disregard anything you may betold in Hibernia or Britain of sorcery in these western sess. Vanishing
idesthere may be, but we saw them naot; the folk are smple and friendly and the fruit of theidesisgood
and nourishing, like blood of lifeitsaf to hungry mariners, sdted to avery pickle, aswewerethat night.

At thistime, not knowing what lay before us, we took soundings, dropped anchor and waited for dawn,
al very quietly after that first burst of joy, that we might see what was to be seen before our presence
near this strange land was suspected by its dwellers.



Aswelay there, dowly rocking on the long swells, listening to the low murmur of the surf upon that
darkness-hidden strand, the sky dowly reddening above us, the smell of wood burning came over the
water on the seaward-trending breeze; and this, increasing, told us more plainly than any words could
that the land was peopled.

We stacked javelins and arrows in their places, saw to our bowstrings, cranked back the arrow engines,
brought down the short wicked arms of the two tor-menta and |oaded each with ajagged rock from the
ballast—dl thisin quiet so far as possible and we thought unheard, until the light suddenly strengthened
and we saw that strand and upon it the figure of aman peering out to sea, brought there perchance by the
strange sounds of creaking cordage or of ratchet and pawl clinking as we cranked one or another of the

engines.
That he saw uswe could not doubt, for at this moment the red rim of the sun burst up out of the seaand
flooded usand him with light. A breathless mo-ment we stared a him and he at us over the intervening

rollers, until | hailed him, throwing my sword arm high with empty hand and outflung palm to show we
cameasfriends.

Then, gtartled, he fled inland among the thick growth of trees and bushes, shouting as he went, and
presently returned with a company of men bearing spears and clubs, each set with barbs very jagged and
cruel to see. Before them marched an old white-haired man clad in awhite robe beautifully ornamented
around the hem and throat with painted figures, these at our distance impossible to distinguish clearly. He
carried agreen flowering branch and nothing el se, so that the meaning was plain—we might have either

peace or war!

Now these folk stopped alittle distance out of the greenery, while the old mfm came on doneto the very
edge of the water, and here he paused and called out to usin aclear pleasant voice that seemed the very
essence of peaceful living and happy carefree ways.

Myrdhinn climbed up on the bulwark and tried severa languages, gesturing at the sun, the sea, the sky
and land, whilefor his part the other old man answered hi possibly more than one didect, but no
common ground could be found for conversation, till at last each gave up his efforts and stood smiling at
the other hi humorous bewilderment across the intervening waters. Then Myrdhinn said:

“Put the boat oversde. | am going ashore.”

And thiswe did againgt our wills, fearing treachery, but Myrdhinn’s mind was made up and his, will was
firm. So ashore he went, and we could see their ams waving as they gesticulated and strove to make
themsalves understood.

At length the old man pointed inland in sllent invitation, and Myrdhinn nodded, and dl in an indant, it
seemed, the twain had turned and were gone from our sight, with many of the armed men following,
though some were left. These were dl big, strong fellowswell able, it seemed to us, to cast a spear out to
where we lay; so unobtrusively we trained the arrow engine, loaded with afull sheaf of arrows, upon
them and swung a so the port catapult in their direction. We were now amost certain that, despite the
rolling of the vessdl, we could drop the boulder among them. Then we grasped our bows behind the
bulwarks—and waited.

The sun rose high and higher, until & dmaost midday Myrdhinn and the other old man came back with
their following of curious spearmen.

“Lay down your arms, my friends!” he shouted. “Come ashore to me on Brandon’sIde, for thisistruly
the land we seek. Leave aguard of fifty and come, you others.”



While hewas spesking, the old idander harangued his followers to somewhat smilar effect, for each
stepped forward and threw down his weapon to form a pile on the sand, after which they moved back
some twenty feet and showed ustheir empty hands.

All thistime, since daybreak, there had been arolling mutter of smal drums, neither loud nor very far
inland. Thisthreatening sound now stopped and the hush that followed pressed down upon our
accustomed ears, as might a palpable noise.

In this degthly quiet, | gave low commands and our other boat was lowered and sent ashore, where
some legped out and joined Myrdhinn and others brought back the two boats, plying between ship and
shore until dl of uswere there with the exception of the guards, the tormentamen and the
arrow-engineers.

“For,” | warned, “these strangers may meditate treachery; wherefore keep sharp watch and be ready to
cover our retreat if need be.”

So, once lined in formation upon the sands, at my signa we stepped forward three paces together and
cast down our bows, our shortswords, even our eating-daggers, and stood facing theidanders array
across the two piles of wegpons—two unarmed companies, each with its holy man in front

Then Myrdhinn and the old priest stepped forward and kissed each other, and asthey did o, the
drumming burst out with agreet fury. We stared at one another, amost tenfpted to reach for our
weapons, wondering if this meant attack—and the bushes behind those facing us swayed and parted and
through them came alarge crowd of women, grass and flower clad, and many naked children—all
amiling very prettily, chattering among themselves with merry laughter, while they proffered us gifts of
flowersand fruits.

Very acceptable was this fruit to our salt-soaked palates, and marveloudy good, though strangein taste
and form. And thus the idanderstook usto their hearts and we made a home with them for amonth, a
happy interludein our gern lives.

So we rested, some making progress in the language, with afair tutor to conjugeate the amatory verbs,
some hunting among the interior hills or fishing in the bay; whilewe al took turnsin working afew hours
each day on the Prydwen, which we had careened in a shallow cove, to scrape away the sea growths
and recak.

We stepped anew artemon and replaced some warped planking and two charred ribs amidships,
making the ship ready for sea, though we had no thought of sailing so soon aswe were actually to do.

One evening a hunting-party came back with a strange tale of an ancient man whom they had met upon
theidand' sfarther coast and whom they had known for white (these folk being rather golden in color),
for he had spoken to them in the language of the Scoti.

One of the Cambrianswas familiar with thistongue, having been prisoner and dave beyond the Hibernian
sea; 0 he answered and learned that we were truly upon Brandon's Ide, for the oldster had beenin
company with Brandon upon the first voyage of that venturesome monk, and, liking the country well, he
hed taken a native wife and remained when the others returned to their own land.

Nor, thinking the matter over aswe sailed hi quest of him around the coadt, could | blame himin my
heart, for theseidand ladies, though thoroughly barbarian, are very lovely and dignified both in form and
manner, and anyone might well do worse than remain in this Elysum, should occasion offer. But that was
not for us. All unknowing, we sailed on toward our destiny—and war, excitement and change were
waiting for usin the person of that one old man.



Arriving, we found him so aged that he was dying dowly from hisload of years. However, hiseyewas
bright and his tongue nimble through the joy of our coming, when in his age he had given up al hope and
amog dl thought of seeing aface from his native lands.

In the cool darkness of his grass house, Myrdhinn sat and talked with nun alone; for the excitement of
seeing so many of usfair drove him frantic with joy and at first he could not speak for the choking in his
throat, but sat looking at uswith dow tearstrickling into hiswaist-long beard. But to Myrdhinn he could
talk and make himsdf understood, though the Scoti words came dow and he fumbled among his thoughts
to say thething hewould.

And ataehehad totell ud

It seems (and now thisisthe part that directly concerns us, and you, my Emperor) that Brandon did not
know there were still more lands westward of those he found, and Fergus the Scot had not learned of
thisfor along time. Then aparty of young men looking for adventure had invited hm with themona
plundering trip to anearby idand, and they in their log boats were blown far to the northwest, and out of
their path, by one of the quickly coming storms of wind, common to these sess, called by the natives
Hurakan, from the name of the god who they bdieve inspires the disturbance.

Finally they found land and explored it, sailing both north and south, but not penetrating far inland; for this
it seemed to them was more than an idand, and what people or monsters might dwell there they could

not know. Before they |eft this part of the land they found that awarlike folk held the coadt, for they were
surprised one night as they dept beneath their boats and many killed; so that, although they had left hi a
score of craft, the survivors came home again in three, without loot or captive women, though they had a
prisoner of those who had attacked them. | saw the skin, stuffed, of this being, and whether it is human or
no, | hesitate to say. The skinis scay and dippery with dime, the cresture (in the living state) spending
much timein the sea. The eyes are round rather than ovid, and lashless, the nogtrilsflat and inconspicuous
asthough meant to hold themselvesin againgt the water. Below abroad lipless mouth filled with pointed
fangs, on ether sde of the scaly neck, are marks very smilar to the gills of fishes, but they neither open
nor close, so that if they were once water-dwel lers entirely, « it must have been very long ago.

Thelegs are bandy, and in back, at the end of aridged backbone, isabony projection, varying with the
age of the creature, from six to ten inchesin length, so that when the individud sits, it must needs scoop a
holein the earth to accommodate thisimmovabletail or rest itself upon alog or stone.

The feet and hands are webbed, each digit tipped with acurved sharp claw; so in battle, though knowing
the use of no artificial weapon except the hurling of stones, they are very formidable enemies, and Fergus
and his companions were lucky to escape.

After that one excursion, Fergus roamed no more, but stayed at home and raised sturdy sonsand
daughtersto comfort hisold age. So after telling Myrdhinn of these things and what he could remember
of theway thither, and showing usthis stuffed trophy, and having held speech of this and that, with many
questions of his homeland, on which Myrdhinn out of hislong memory and many travels could well satisfy
him, he dismissed usfor that day, promising himself the pleasure of afurther talk upon the morrow.

Then the people of that part of the idand (Cubana-can they call it) made afeast for us, and we dept
peacefully among friends, but on the morrow when

Myrdhinn went to vidt this oldster, he was found to be dead on his couch, smiling with happiness.
So died this salf-made exile. May | die as content— which, my Emperor, depends on youl!

The eldest two sons of Fergus we took on board, for they were determined to be of us, and indeed we



knew that from that family two only would not be missed. Also, we felt somehow that they might be of
useto us, might bring us good fortune in finding this far mysterious land of the Two Hesperides.

Again wereturned to our firgt landing, stayed about aweek, though pressed to remain and dwell there
with thisfriendly, well-disposed folk, and, not without sorrow and alittle heartache at leaving, we
sailed—thistime companied with ten-score boats filled with our friends.

They led and followed and circled round about us, for a long distance, till afine breeze sprang up and
filled our sails, whereupon it was*In oars and rest,” and we watched them drop away afew at atime, as
the paddlers grew weary and the land faded from sight.

Then at last the land was gone, not even its highest point showing on the horizon, like adistant dingy
cloud, and the last lingering boat had fallen behind with our promisesto return soon, and we scarce could
seetheglitter of then- highflung wet paddiesin last farewdl. And then even they disappeared.

“Tamo's’ they named themsdlvesto us. “Good men.” And finer people | have never met, for true
cordidity and gentlenessto strangers.

We sailed the seadl done, not even abird to company us, westward again, sailing to return to that
peaceful, happy ide of Brandon's nevermore,

6
(Castaways

Dayswent and came, with rain and sun, and we sailed—we sailed—adreary round of days, threading
through numbers of low idands, uninhabited and desolate, all very lonely to see.

Not long after weleft, Myrdhinn found odd seartreasure, which | may well mention here, for itsresults
brought us as much good as Guthlac’ s fishskin armor brought uswoe.

One day we came across afloating log with branches upon it, and in those branches perched alarge land
bird, green in hue, croaking asad lament asthe log rolled now thisway, now that, so that this castaway
was dternately submerged and raised, streaming from drenched feathers.

Mightily encouraged by the thought that we were sailing rightly, Myrdhinn would not |et us pass by,
though we had little inclination to do so, fedling our hearts go out in pity to thisforlorn, heplessthing, and
even more inclined to arescue by the fact, as you may know, that green is one of the colors sacred to the
Druids.

So Myrdhinn, sometimes Druid, sometimes Christian, considered thisfinding to be an omen of sngular
good fortune. * o

We steered close to pick up the bird, and as we drew near it spread itswings and tried to fly to us, but
being so soaked with water it fell into the sea and was sinking when we arrived. One of the bards
hooked out the bird, handing it to Myrdhinn, but even in his handsit gasped, fluttered, rolled an eye and
became 4ill.

Myrdhinn mourned, but magic could not help here— we had cometoo late. Though he could fan,
through the years, embers of life to ahedthy glow, when the last spark was gone he was helpless. No
more than any man could he raise from the dead.

Perhaps foreseeing what importance his act wasto hold, or from sentiment, he ordered the skin cured
and of it he made himsdlf a magnificent headdress, during thelong days of exploring littleidands.



In his ceremonia robes, mysticaly embroidered with strange symbols, and with this hat upon his heed,
the bird’ s head proudly raised, besk half open asthough it might emit aclarion cal, helooked to be what
he truly was—avery Prince of Magic.

Deeper we penetrated into this maze of idets, but found no mainland till we had passed through into open
water again. Unexpectedly the color of the water changed and became of amuddy hue, and not long
after we sghted alow coast from which poured awide turbid river, bringing much st and floating
rubbish down to the sea.

By thiswe knew that abroad land lay before us, and, cautious of exploring it, having seen one of its
inhabitants, we coasted for some time, enjoying fair weather, and did not set foot on shore though we
saw no Sgnsof life, either beasts or human, only many, many birds which followed usfor the scraps
which our cook threw overside.

We sailed for o long that we began to perceive that we, in following the coastline, were turning back
southward toward Brandon’ s 1de, and here our water gave out and we put hi to fill our butts.

Everywhere here were abominable svamps and barren lands. The water was brackish and not fit to
drink, so we sailed further on and still saw nothing but salt morasses, without smoke of fire or sign of any
friendly folk. At last we did see a section of coast that appeared better than the rest, having clumps of
green treesindicating springs, and alittle cove for anchorage. So we put over aboat, and Guthlac being
urgent to go ashore, we let him go, taking ten of his own Saxons with butts and buckets, and some of our
own folk to help.

They being armed, we had no fear for them, having seen for so long an uninhabited coast, and so
watched some scatter among the rocks hunting for shellfish, and others pass out of sight in the greenery
looking for sweet water, and after went about our duties.

From these we were startled by shouts from shore, and our party among the rocks came running back,
and hotly pursuing came aband of thosefierce, scaly, frog-like creatures, hurling stones and croaking;
lolloping dong on their short bandy legs, sometimes erect and sometimes on dl fours, asfast asahorse
could run.

And there before our eyes they dragged down, tore to scraps, and devoured our comrades!

At this uproar, the others came running back from the trees, and paused in horror at the sight of carnage.
| saw Guthlac form them, Saxon and Roman dike, into the Saxon shield wall, and then they were buried
from sght in the croaking, snapping horde. How could we shoot? All were closely intermingled.

Oncethe throng opened and | saw Guthlac again, streaming with blood, split with histerrible notched
seaxe a creature from crown to teeth, and losing then hisweapon, he snatched out his ax and laid about
him, until they closed in again and we could see nothing. But we noticed how those sharp claws did
harmlessy from hisfishskin armor, whereas they tore through leather jerkinslike cloth.

The end came quickly. Many more came pouring out of the swampy lands and Marcus, who had hawk
eyes, thought he saw a prisoner hustled away in the press, and took him to be Guthlac, but could not be
sure, for by thistime our trumpeter had sounded “Battle Stations!”

Seizing bows, our archers were pouring arrows among the throng, but they, though never having
imagined such anovdty, pressed forward thinking nothing of it, and indeed at our distance most of these
arrows rattled harmlessly among them, though the stones they threw fell upon our decks, their strong
arms being quite the match for an ordinary stinger in precision and distance.



Then our port arrow engine went off with aclatter, pouring awhole quiver of arrowsinto their front; and
each piercing more than onein the horde, they fell by dozens, and the rest set up a hullabal oo of croaks
and grunts and splashed into the water after us.

We cut the anchor free, never stopping to raiseit, and with our oars whitening the waves we sped out of
the cove, they pursuing like adolphin school until we dropped a boulder into the thick of them;
whereupon they dived and followed under water for along way, until they saw the futility of pursuit, and
turned back.

Now to turn tail aswe did may not have been a Roman deed, yet it was most wise, though you at your
distance may not think it, for had we stayed, surely our expedition would have ended without more ado.

Down the coast we went, lorn in our hearts for good fighting-companions we had lost, Wulfgar raging
mead at theloss of hisbrother, anxiousto legp over and swim back that he might kill and die, until finaly
hisown folk seized him and carried him below, frothing in hisbeard, and put an oar hi his grip and bade
him row. And row he did, and heard the stout wood creak and lost his sorrow in work.

S0, thirsty beyond belief until we found upon abare little idet some pools of rainwater not quite dried, we
went south along this unfriendly coast, rounded a cape and found oursel ves going north again. Shortly
after, rain gave us drink and filled our remaining butts. We continued up the coast, seeing lovely beaches
and green-fronded trees, and were sure that this section would be more hospitable, but durst not venture
alanding.

Far we sailed, taking turn about at the oars, the Saxons rowing port on ther shift, in competition with a
crew of archersto starboard, while the next shift pitted anumber of sailors against the crews of the
tor-menta and the arrow engines; the third shift being composed of Romano-British againgt Cymry of
pure blood.

Thus we made sport of |abor, wagering that one would tire before another, rotating the crews so that the
labor would be equal among ah'.

Thislong routine was broken at last by the skies growing like dark bronze, and hi the heavens sounded a
dreadful ominous humming. We knew by these Sgns, asyour sailors must learn and be advised, that the
fierce wind god, Hurakan, was abroad and raging.

Wefurled the sail we had been carrying in hope of awind and rowed out to sea into the coming darkness
that we might not be driven ashore. Here our shipman caused a sea anchor to be cast over, we running
with bare poles, and keeping our course with oar-play as the wind struck.

The seas roared and raged, hurling us about like a hel pless chip, while our two idanders, very sick for
perhapsthe firgt time hi then* lives, had no strength to control themselves, but were thrown about till
finally we stirapped them in abunk for their own safety.

Night came and with it no relief from the furiouswind. | beat my way againg it into Myrdbinn’s cabin and
caught my breath, which was dmost impossible outside.

“Almogt exactly the way wefound Brandon'sIde,” smiled Myrdhinn. “ Storm, night faling, apassing of
the wind, and in the morning a happy, peaceful, friendly land. Shall it be thus, tomorrow?’

“Pray the godsit may be so! However, thiswind shows no sign of passing; so let us beseech them hi their
mercy that they not bring ustoo closeto land in this howling dark and wind—"

And during these words of mine, we struck!



We both were hurled againgt the side of the cabin;

| heard the artemon snap, and the mast break short off, and the thunder of the two halves of the mast,
fdling into the rowers pit, carrying planking with it, and the screams of the dying men that Myrdhinn and
| had brought so far through so many perils, famine, war and thirs—to die in the dark on an unknown
coast a the end of the world.

The cabin door was jammed, but | hacked it open with my shortsword, fedling the dromon shudder at
each tremendous wave which, striking us on the side, swept completely over us, rocking our Prydwen
likeacradle. Asit rocked, | could hear our planking crunch and splinter and the surge of ocean flowing
freein our cargo and ballast, drowning out the rowers pit and heard agreat voice crying to the dead
below:

“Wittal Bledal Cissal Oswulf!”

No answer came.

“Tolfig! Beotric! Oisc! Baday!” I*knew the voice for Wulfgar's.

“I told you no Saxons would trouble Roman settlements!” shouted Myrdhinnin my ear.

The cabin floor became lost benesth the water.

However, by thetimeit lapped our knees, | had the way cleared and we rushed out.

It was dark as the bowels of Tartarus and the seas roared in at us, almost unseen until we were struck.

| heard agurgling cry: “Hedth to Woden!” and hurled from my feet in the watery dark, together with
Myrdhinn, knew that the last of the Saxons had gone overboard before me. At once | was separated
from my companion and was gripped by a savage undertow that strove to hurry me out to sea.

| dived deep into it, svimming strongly in the same direction, to find mysdlf freewhen | rose. Asbest |
could, | turned back toward the coadt, listening for the crash of billows to guide me through the
screaming spume-filled night, and findly did hear the distant boom as our wreck pounded hersdlf to
pieces on this merciless shore.

Struggling toward the sound, | thanked God for His

mercies, inthat | could swim well and also for the fact that no hampering armor bore me down. Asl
approached the shore, | heard astrangled cry directly ahead and violently collided with afegbly thrashing
formwhich &t first gripped my shoulders, but we both sinking, he released me and struck out for the
surface. | rose beside him, my fingers gripped hi his beard and knew from its length that | had found
Myrdhinn. Before we had time to exchange aword, had such been possible, my feet touched bottom,
and, crying encouragement into that ancient person’ sear, | heaved mightily, and aided by awave that
rolled uslike apair of knucklebones, Neptune cast us, our legs and armstangled, far up on asandy
shore.

All but spent, we yet clawed on afew paces from the fury of the water, and, exhausted near to dying, we
lay down for atune. Then, my heart no longer pounding as though it sought to burst my breast, | got up,
bidding the seer to remain where he was while | sought aong the shore for survivors, and so went along
the strand for a short distance when, fedling mysdlf followed, | turned and found this dauntless gray-beard
close behind. | clasped him close, feding his withered body shake with cold under his drenched robes,



and the throb of his unconquerable heart, and without words we went on together.

Never before had | felt such akinship with thisold man as at thistime, when, if ever, he might have been
expected to takefirgt thought for himsdf. Theimmorta spirit hi him drove on the creaking carcassand
laughed at distress, the storm and catastrophe.

Truly, whatever the unhallowed bargain with the Dark, whatever perpetuated his being beyond that of
normd life, whatever hisfailings, Myrdhinn was very much aman!

We pushed on into the watery wind and had not gone far before finding abody. After some [abor the
man gasped and spoke, and we knew him for Marcus, my sister’s son. He was grievously pounded and
sore and complained of head pains, so searching there we found a gash and bound it up, aswell as might
be in adarkness so profound that, working, | could scarce see my fingers.

| left him in Myrdhinn’s care and beseeched them both, if the lad were able soon, to return along the
beach, searching, while | kept on hi the original direction. | had not far to seek. Indeed, it seemed that
everyone must have been washed ashore, so often did my questing feet sumble over bodieslying hi or
just above the surf, as| followed the shordine just within the lap of the waves.

Whenever | came upon one, | dragged him high and worked upon him till recovery or until | was certain
that further effort was useless, and eventuadly, among alittle company of seven rescued, | heard my
last-found survivor gasp, choke and bresthe again, and looked around me to find that the darkness had
appreciably lightened.

Now | could make out faces through the murk, recognize them, and beyond, through aspurt of the
driving rain that till rushed over us hi fitful burgts as though atank above were overturning to drench us
anew every few moments, | made out a dun mass gpproaching from the direction in which we had been
searching.

This mass soon resolved itsdlf into alittle crowd of twenty, and learning from them that al progress
beyond was blocked by adeep inlet, and that all living stood before us, we returned along the shorein
the direction of the wreck. We scattered widely inland on the chance that some of our people might have
been able to struggle farther away from the waves than | had searched.

No more living were found here, though we rescued two poor drowned bodies that the seawas sporting
with in the shallows, tumbling them about like cat at play with mouse. We bore them along and added
them to the growing company of the dead—two new members whose loss and whose lost experience
we as yet scarcely appreciated. We were to grieve over them more bitterly in the days to come.

One was the shipman, and at his death we were akeady struck with an increasing dread. How, without
his guiding knowledge of the sea, the courses of wind and wave, might we ever return to Britain or
Rome?

It seemed ironical, as we sought among the dead, that Neptune had taken only his godchildren and
spurned us landsmen. Those gathered about me were, without exception, fighting-men, and the dead on
the beach were mostly the crew of the ship.

The other, whom we had just laid down, was the one man from al our company (save Myrdbinn) we
could least have spared, though we did not redize that just then and mourned the shipman much and
Morgo, the smith, but little.

Y et with the passing of Morgo likewise passed our knowledge of metas and their working, and thoughin
later years Myrdhinn was able to help from his books, we had |ost the practical knowledge needed to



apply what he could tell us and suffered from thislossin many ways. Indeed, one of our most hazardous
exploits sprang from this very lack of ability and brave men were done to degth, as you will see at the
proper time.

The gray skies brightened, though still overcast with scudding clouds. We left the dead for the time and
hastened on toward the wrecked Prydwen. It was a sad sight which greeted us.

The dromon had broken in half under the incessant pounding, and only the forepart remained whole, lying
inanest of rocks, some hundred yards out from shore. The after portion was greetly crumbled away and
logt, while with it had gone most of our gear, as we akeady knew, for the strand was strewn with refuse.
Clothing was tangled with weed, as dso provison chests, arrows, bows and planking; in fact, anything
that would float.

So, with despair, we came to where Myrdhinn, Marcus and other rescued stood beside very many
drowned and dead, among them Wulfgar Ironbelly, and dl but one of the bards, looking disconsolate;
and here we saw this bard trying vaiantly to strike out an accompaniment to his keening, from aharp as
drenched and tunelessas he.

Hisdoleful clamor, fitting all too well the depressing state we werein, put usal in amood to it down,
clasp hands, weep together and die there hi the cold rain without an effort to help ourselves. | could not
gtand it, and dashed the harp from his hands, turning such afurious face upon hm that heraised hisarm
againgt the expected blow and ceased complaining about “white-maned sea horses who trample the
brave and daring benegth their hooves of slver!”

All stood aghagt, for to those of British blood the person of abard is sacred and to interrupt akeening is
sacrilege. Whatever | did now must be done quickly or the moment of decisive action would pass and be
wasted.

| spoke—to Myrdhinn—but loudly so that all might heer.

“Sir and leader! Under your command we have gone beyond the farthest bounds of the Scoti explorers.
We arelost now. Our shipman is dead and aso the mgjority of the crew.”

Myrdhinn started. He motioned for meto continue.

“Sir! Unlessyou can lead us whence we came, out of thisland where no Roman has come before us, hi
thisland we must live and die. | see around me no more than fifty living people out of the ten score who
sailed from I scathree months agone. We are dl, save you, comparatively young men; our arms, our
tools, our valuables and garmentslie yonder in that wreck and thetideis ebbing. Even your tools of
magic are there, without which aman be he however wise can do little. Should we therefore bide here
listening to thislonesome caterwauling over those who, however well intentioned, can do nothing for us
wherever they are now? The prudent man looks to his own welfare first, and mourns the deed later!
Strip, men, and into the seal W€ |l save what we can!”

Asthough some dark spell were lifted from the hearts of all, they raised a hoarse cheer and we began to
work and live again, the bard pedling down as nimbly as any, though spitting curseslike acat hi muddy
water, at thought of hisinterrupted dirge. But hi the struggle of salvage, even he began to recover his
spirits and shouted as lutily as any or grinned upon some lucky find.

Only Myrdhinn kept away, and though | had dmost expected as much, he being old and not fit for much
rough work hi the numbing waters, it grieved meto see him going inland, head down as though hi somber
thought, until hidden behind the treeswhich grew not far away.



| felt that | had usurped authority, had rebelled against my superior, had made a breach between mysdlf
and onewhom | respected and feared.

Yet it wasnot my fault if our natures conflicted. | am apractica man, aman of earth and things earthy.
Myrdhinn was aman of the spirit, and although he had fought and upon one occas on taken the command
away from Arthur, leading the troopsto victory, it was foreign to his nature. To him, it doubtless had
seemed most important to speed the departing spirits of our dead companionsin the time-halowed
manner. To me, it seemed ridiculous. | could not help it. | was made so, and am of that mind today.

But, from the moment of that speech, | began to gain power over the minds of the survivors, and
Myrdhinn to losein proportion to my rising authority, though he dways consdered himsdf hi command.

It was hi my mind that he had gone away to be done, but | saw soon how wrongly | had judged his
character when, resting beside our goods, | saw acurl of smoke beyond the trees. | was about to seize
sword and raly the men, thinking this an enemy fire, when Myrdhinn appeared and beckoned us. So
thither we went and found that he had discovered a snug spot among the tree-clad dunes, where the
savage shout of the wind was tifled to amurmur, and the smoke from awelcome blaze went straight
amost to the treetops.

“Thereareafew things, Ventidius, that | can do without my tools of magic,” hesaidin alow voice, and
smiled.

| felt ashamed and could say nothing, though why | should fed remorse seemed strange. He pressed my
arm and left me to dry mysdlf, nor ever after did he refer to my outburst on that disastrous day.

And now | must admit to avery grievousfault hi leadership.

Here we were, somefifty poor castaways, thrown up from the sea upon awild, perhaps ahostile, shore.
Yet | neglected, a the sight of warmth and comfort, to give the smplest order of precaution, and instead
of commanding various men to gather up weapons that we might arm, dry our bowstrings, and be ready

whatever might occur, | pushed ludtily into the circle about thefire.

It was comfortable there, and the steam soon rose from our bare bodies. We twisted and turned, quite
content in the glow, and then our chatter was hushed as we caught sight, upon the brink of an
overlooking knoll above us, of anumber of very peculiar people.

7
faptives of THapallan

It was astern, well-armed gathering of human warriors who had come out of the pine wood above, and
outnumbering us by at least a score, they showed no fear of us naked strangers, but stood and inspected
uswhile none moved on either sde.

Then their leader stepped forward and raised hisright arm in salute, with his open palm toward us.

As he, with dight modifications denoting superior rank, was dressed like the others, his description will fit
dmog dl.

His skin wasthe color of copper, and his accou-terments harmonized, for he wore a shining copper
breastplate from his shouldersto his belly and wide copper bracelets on wrists and forearms.

Upon his head a copper helmet glistened and hi it were fixed stag antlers; though this being open at the
top, S0 that an enemy might easier remove his scalp asabattle trophy, it was redly not agalea, but more



resembled acirclet, thirk, heavy and apamwide.

He was cinctured with a copper band, broad and thick, beginning just below the breastplate, which
protected hisloins and supported a scant woven skirt, spangled with glittering circles of mica.

Around his neck he wore abroad collar of bear’ steeth, jingling shell and pearls, whilein hisleft hand he
carried a copper hatchet, bound on awooden handle.

Now on either side, surrounding us, came up other bands of barbaric fighting-men, dressed in the same
manner, but lessrichly, their breastplates and cinctures not so broad or thick, and lacking themicaon
their skirts, while centurions each wore asingle string of ornaments and the men in ranksnone at dl.

Thuswere we flanked, hi amanner showing considerable military discipline. Some of our adversaries
bore lances, others held throwing-sticks poised ready to hurl afeatherless dart, while threein every
group of ten men had swung behind them four-foot sticks with one end bent and hollowed like aladle.
Theseladt, the engineers of this rude army, had placed heavy stonesin the cup of the ladle, so that the
whole gpparatus formed a deadly, though small, catapult to menace our naked, unarmed band.

Before and on ether Sde, imagine these grim, silent, copper men; behind usthe raging sea. Do you think
shameto us, given no chance except that of surrender or extinction, that we surrendered?

We were cold and not yet dried, our spiritslow from the events of the night. A little way up the beach lay
our friends and companions, tiff and stark in death. A snap of the fingers, acrosslook, acareless
motion, and we would have mingled our boneswith theirs.

If our good bows had been dry and strung, our dingers ready, our swords in reach, then indeed there
might be a different tale—but you, my Emperor, might have no subject king to write you of it and no
kingdom to grasp in this strange country.

| spoke to the commander, who had come out to meet us. While the men behind uslistened, | tried him
with Latin, Cymric and Saxon with no result, bitterly regretting that our two idanders, who might have
interpreted, had drowned, bound tightly to their bunks.

Hereplied in asoft speech, then, as that brought no response from me, used another which is spoken
entirely without motion of thelips. | understood neither.

Myrdhinn came out between the lines, in his clinging, sodden robes, the only man clothed in our group,
and began to talk in the language of the Druids, following this as he told me later with Greek, Hebrew
and various Gaulish didects—all without any vauable result, although occasonaly aword would strike
this barbarian commander as being familiar and he would interrupt and repesat the word, to find thet it
was not after al what he had thought it to be.

He stood and listened with alook of deepening bewilderment and indecision, then terminated the parley
by turning his back upon us and waving in his men.

Asthey seized upon us, Myrdhinn cried, “Do not resist!” to our men, and we were led with the rest into
the wood upon the knoll and surrounded by a company of lancers whose harsh looks and threatening
manner gave uslittle hope for a successful outbreak.

We sat down or reclined, talking very little, watching from our €levated position our captor and his
subordinate officers (easily picked out by their antler-decorated helmets) as they went through our
rescued possessions, obvioudy marveling a some things and contemptuoudy casting down other articles.

Stedl and iron especidly fascinated them, as aso to alesser degree did our articles of cast bronze, which



meta was close enough to their native copper for them to recognize, but whose hardness and temper
they could not understand when one came across my case of razors and promptly diced off hisfingertip
infeding of the edge.

All these metal thingsthey laid to one Side, and made various piles of the other items, classifying by
weight, Size and estimated value; after which they ail went down to the shore and stood looking at the
remainsof our ship for along time.

Then they came back, and the officers replaced some of our guards, while those released men joined the
othershi stripping and plunging into the water. In asurprisingly short time they had stripped the Prydwen
of everything movable: every bolt, clamp, nail and scrap of meta they could tear, pry or bresk away.

The after portion of the divided ship, being sunk, they did not bother with at thistime, but the arrow
engines and the tormentae lost everything, being dismantled, brought ashore and fire made from our
camp-fire to burn away the clamps from the beams.

After everything possible was gathered upon the beach, we were led down and laden like beasts of
burden with our own gear. They made bundleslarger than | had thought man could carry; yet we carried
them on our backs by means of alooped thong on each, which broadened to aband where it crossed
our foreheads. This enabled the neck musclesto do alarge share of thework, and truly thissmple
invention was of great help and | can recommend it to the large dave-ownersin Rome who find mules
and baggage animals expensive. ,

In this country, wherever | have been, there are no beasts of burden, except where dogs (little better than
domesticated wolves) are used, and men have learned this handy trick to save their backs.

It did not save ours, however, for we were laden far heavier than otherwise we might have been, andina
long line we plodded down the beach in the direction of theinlet. We were obliged to pass the bodies of
our dead, and here we saw arevolting Sight.

These bodies had been v previoudy stripped and robbed, but there was upon even anaked man one
more thing to steal, and three ghouls were about that gridy business. We gazed hi horror.

The barbarianslifted each head in turn, ran asharp knife around the skull, dug fingersinto the cut and
tore the hair away. It was donein an instant, almost before we could utter acry of protest, and followed
by aquick scraping to clean off the fragments of flesh which il clung to the hairy cap which resulted.

We were sickened and revolted, knowing now for certain of the bitter cruelty and horror of this country’s
customs and feeling, too, arising dread of the future which awaited us wherever we were about to be
conducted.

Lance-butts drove us on. We staggered and weaved beneath our enormous loads following afisherman’s
path into the wood.

Behind uslay our dead, denied a Christian buria, mutilated, naked and pitiful! They seemed asymbol of
al we had logt, and if ever dead cried mutely for vengeance, those sad bodies on this cursed shore
dinned it into our minds. | think al of usfdt it degply and were the more silent as we passed into and
among thetrees.

Myrdhinn was the only man inclined to spesk.

“These folk must be kin to the Scythians. They have the sametrick of denuding the skull to theears. |
presume they tan the trophieslater or smoke—"



But he got no further. His nearest guard turned vicioudly and, without asound of explanation, struck him
across the mouth with the flat of his stone hatchet.

So we went on without conversation, Myrdhinn with abeard no longer white, but red and dripping on his
embroidered robe.

At the time we thought this * another proof of needless and malicious crudty, but learned that they had
good reason thus to command silence. We had not gone a mile when, without warning, one of the
officerswho stood beside our line of march, aswe plodded, captor and captive, in singlefiledong the
narrow path, suddenly clutched histhroat as though strangling, and coughing blood he sank to his knees
and rolled upon hisside.

Immediately there was confusion. Men grasped their atlatls (or throwing-sticks) and fitted darts to them,
lancers charged through the underbrush to left and right, raising ashrill war-cry of “Ya-hi-ee-hee!” andin
among usal fell ashower of stones, striking down impartialy prisoners and guards.

At once the quiet wood became a howling Saturndia. Back came the lancers, closdly pursued by apress
of savage painted men, so horribly daubed that they seemed scarcely human, and astruggle to the death
began. On the outskirts of the fight circled afew dancing oldgters, too feeble to wield club or hatchet,
screaming on their fellows to the attack, and frequently lifting long tubes of cane to their mouths and
sending by their breath small dartsamong us.

It was one of these which had brought low the officer first to fal, piercing hisjugular, though any prick
would have been dangerous, each dart having been dipped in rotting mesat until green.

Our captors were by no meansidle, their armor proving adecided advantage, astime and again we
could see them catch deftly some blow of hatchet, club or lance upon copper armlet or breastplate and
quickly run their adversary through or split hisskull in return.

For these savage attackers were driven mad by sight of carnage and would pause over some falen man
to rip off his hair, without considering the battle raging round about, so that another might eesily strike
him down al unperceived.

We poor captives scarcely knew which side to cheer for, being between two caamities, nor were we
touched after that first volley of stones; so it seemed to methat perhaps we white-skinswere that prize
for which both red peoples fought. If thisbe so, | thought, far better that we stay where we were than
flee to such dubious succor as these naked painted fiends could offer.

At very least, the accoutrements of our captors bespoke civilization in some degree, and thinking thus |
chose sidesin that screaming hell of blood and fury— and acted.

Near me fought the commander, beset by three. One he lanced, one he brained, but the third brought him
low with aknobbed stick and howling with glee whipped out a stone knife and sprang upon him.

That was enough for me. | flung off my pack, and al naked and unarmed as| was, | sank my fingersin
the savage throat. | could see the astonishment in the commander’ s face as we struggled over and upon
him, but my antagonist gave me no tuneto think.

His body was oiled and dippery. He stank of rancid bear fat, smoke and fur, and in my grip he twisted
like aserpent, drove hisknife through my forearm and out again in atwink of an eye, and would have
had it through my throat in another, had not the commander rolled from beneath us, seized his hatchet
and split that ferocious visage from hair-roots to teeth.



| snatched the knife and sprang up, “Y a-hi-ee-heel” | howled. The commander echoed it with the first
smile | had seen since we had landed upon this bloody coast, and back to back we beat off those who
gtill dashed themsalves upon us.

Though too busy to look about, | heard others of my companions follow my example, and with good
British cheersjoin in the affray. Suddenly the waves of battle ceased to break upon our stubborn line.
Attackers and attacked stood listening. Faint and far acry arose, long, ululating and eery—and was
repeated.

Stopping not for dead or wounded, our foes dipped back into the wood and disappeared as a company
of well-armed barbaric soldiery panted up and took control of thefield.

We were now after abrief rest compelled to give up our wegpons, and to resume our burdens; though all
of uswere treated with a measure of respect and not forced to hurry as before, for the feared attack was
over and done and now the woods were safe.

After alittle, the commander came back to me and, seeing that | wasin pain from my arm wound, he
sgnaled to one of hismen to carry my pack and walked on with me some distance trying to find some
manner in which we might exchange idess. Findly he gave up, with ahumorous quirk of the mouth, and
eyed mefor abit.

Then he carefully pronounced the syllables, “Hayon-watha,” several times and tapped his breas,
setting his necklace of teeth and pearlsto rattling.

So that isyour name, isit, my noble barbarian?| thought, and tapped my own breast.

“Ventidius Varro,” | repeated, but this was too much for him, and after boggling over the V sound, he
christened me“Haro” at first, and sometime later began caling me*“ Atoharo,” thisbeing the nearest he
ever came to my true name,

“Haro! Haro!” he now said, holding up one hand with fingers spread. “ Hayonwathal”—hol ding out the
other in the same way.

Then, with arippling outpour of hislabid language, he clasped his hands to symbolize the union of us
twain. He touched his heart and held out hisleft hand. It was easy to understand that heart and friendship
went with the offer, and | gladly proffered my left, pleased to have found afriend so easily, but he was
not yet done.

Unloosing hisknife, he made anincision hi hisown arm, clapping the bleeding place to my wound that the
bloodstreams might mingle. So | gained a blood-brother who, though | could not then foreseeit, wasto
become astaunch dly and atrue friend in the years ahead.

While this had been taking pjace, we had al been pressing on with vigor through the forest, and now,
without warning, debouched into aclearing of severd acres, in the center of which was a paisaded fort
of logs, strong and high-walled, as befitted afar outpost in asavage country held in peace only by
constant raids and forays.

My new-found friend had me stop with him and we let the long processi&n go by, while we looked on
and around the clearing. On dl sideswere thick forests of pine, but in the open was much tilled land hi
which grew along-lesfed tall plant which | did not recognize, and after some difficulty secured the name
of teocentli for it.

The grain obtained from this plant grows upon pithy spindles, sheathed in tender leaf wrappings. Each



kernd isadozen timesthe size of wheat and when ground produces an excellent medl for baking, though
itisgood hi many other preparations and isthe staple cered of the country. The civilization of the country
isbased upon it, for without its great yield from few seed, the enormous s ave popul ation aong the broad
river basins could not be fed, and this civilization depended upon davery.

Y ou will find seed of it among the goods | am sending. It is beyond doubt easier to regp, mill and cook in
many ways than our other varieties of corn, such aswhest, rye, and barley.

The commander pointed out another field of coarse, rank, broad-lesfed weed and made signsthat it was
very good, rubbing his ssomach and exhaling deeply, but in what manner it was used | could not then
imagine. Little asit may seem possible, these people dry this herb, crumbleit into little Sone cups
attached to areed mouthpiece and st fire to it, sucking the aromeatic vapors a the mouth and breathing
them out through the nostrildl

Thishasamedicind effect and produces a giddiness and sickness in the neophyte, which after sometime
isfollowed by agenerd feding of exhilaration, like astomach full of mild wine. Among the savager
peoples of this country, the practice is widespread and they will not open a council or consider an
important matter without first blowing puffs of smoke to the four corners of the earth and going through a
complicated and somewhat unnecessary ritual, to cause good spiritsto favor their enterprises.

Thefolk | had falen hi with, however, have, progressed beyond such crude superdtitions, worshiping
only three mgjor gods, typifying Sun, Earth and Water, and smoke the herb for itsvirtues only.

Seeing that | was anxiousto learn, Hayonwatha pointed out in his soft speech variousindividuas asthey
passed by, naming them:

“Chippeway, Y amasee, Otali, Nashee, Shawano”— with many another nation; and as they passed, with
leisureto look closdly | could see differences of coloration and wegpon embel lishment.

Then waving hisarm broadly to include dl the varied nationdities, he said, “Tlgpdlicod” and fell into a
glum, brooding mood, as though the thought irritated bun.

| tapped him on the breast. “ Tlapallico?’ | queried.
He started, his eyesflashed and his strong right hand fell to his belted hatchet.

“Onondagaono!” he exclaimed, and struck his breast as though deeply insulted. Then he smiled and
repeated, “Onondagal Onondagal” twice, to be certain | should not again fal into error, but |eft off the
suffix “ono,” which | inferred to gpply to tribe, clan or race and not to an individud.

| pointed to my fellows and said “Romans,” which he repeated severd timesto fix theword in his
memory.

“Tlapdlicos?’ | questioned, pointing at some prisoners, mostly wounded, who followed under guard at
thetail of the processon.

“Causas” he growled and spat on one as he passed, to indicate his contempt. “ Chichamecs!”
As| might remark, “ Saxons—barbariang”

Y et it was againgt these natives of the region, and their neighbors, the Carankawas, that the Tlapdlicos,
semi-civilized and disciplined to ferocity asthey were, must sally or protect themselvesin camp by walls
of mounded earth spined high with a pointed log palisade.



The procession passed and we followed across the clearing—up the earthwork ramp, through agatein
the pdisade, and we had entered Ford Chipam. Within the enclosure were alarge number of huts, mostly
flimsy congtructions of wattled reeds smeared with mud, but some of pole frameworks erected over a
sunken floor below the ground level, the whole sheathed with broad pieces of bark or the hides of
animds.

At the exact center stood two log structures, one small, one large. The smdl one was the commander’s
dwelling, and the large one, with doors and windows that could be barred and made tight, the prison of
thefort.

We were urged within. “Wek-waum,” said Hayon-watha, and the openings were made fast. Here the
fifty of us spent the night, receiving rations a little before dark: deer and bear mest cooked into atasty
stew with the yellow kernels of teocentli, and small black beans. It was good and plentiful and afterward
some of usdept, but | could not, nor Myrdhinn.

During most of the night we peered out of the barred windows at the scene on- the parade ground where
the captive Calusas were being put to death to appease the manes of those Tlapalicosdainintheday’s
battle.

Mutilated, burned and scal ped, they died to aman chanting defiance to their captors, and days later |
saw their skulls set high on the pointed palisade to warn lurking forest spiesthat alike fate awaited any
who dared resist the power of thisfarthest-flung fort of the mighty empire we had reached.

“Hue-hue-Tlapdlan,” Hayonwathalater named it to me. “The old-old-red-land!”

Andred it was, every inch of it: red in soil, in habits, in spirit, drenched in blood, its dtars reeking, its
priests stinking with gore; ruddy the foliage of its northern boundaries, ruddy the ground where we lay
and al dong its southern marches.

The very thoughts of its people were tinged with red, their desires and dreams more ruddy than the color
of their hides.

The sun that night tinged al the enclosure, staining huts and houses; the ramps on the red earth mounds,
the firing-platforms of red pine—all took on abloodier hue, which was retained after sunset by the
leaping flames that consumed the enemies of that sun’sworshipers.

Had we known more, we might have taken this as an omen affecting our further lifein thiscrud land.
8
How V™aughty (Children Were Jrightened in Samothrace

Early hi the morning, talking outside brought us to the bars again, where we saw severa passing men,
lightly dressed but well armed, equipped to run or fight.

We watched them asthey werelet out of the north gate and through the opening, saw them look about
warily and enter the forest, separating there, and guessed them to be runners sent to apprise some
monarch of our entry into hisland.

Obvioudy these people held the outer barbariansin deep respect, for some time after the last man had
gone asquad of men loitered near the gate on the chance that one might return closely pursued.

But nothing of the sort occurred, and after the fog and chill of the dawn had given way to warmth and
after we had been fed, the guard returned to their quarters, leaving only two pacing sentinels on each



firing-platform on the four walls, and high above them a stationary watcher, perched on atower built
above a mound between the prison and the commander’ s house.

Every hour, dl day long, this sentry was relieved by another, and only oncein the fqrty days we spent at
thisfort did we see any relaxation hi vigilance or discipline,

Men were congtantly leaving or entering thefort in parties of various numbers, but never lessthan four.
Sometimes they brought wicker baskets of fish, both of the fresh and sdlt varieties; sometimes deer,
black or brown bear, grown fat as swine on the berries with which these forests abound.

Often large birds were brought in, most succulent, bronze-feathered, red-wattled and strange to see,
besi des other species which we recognized—doves, geese, ducks, cranes, grouse, pheasants and many
amilar edibles.

And al day long baskets of salt came in and were stored away with the care befitting agreet treasure, to
protect which thisfort had been erected.

The country abounds hi al things necessary for good living. | have seen dovesflying in flocksthat hid the
sun, so many that three days did not bring the end of the flock; while aman might enter the woods as
they dept at night and not trouble himself to be cautious or even burden himsalf with a stick to knock
them down, but pluck them from the trees and bushes for the stretching forth of ahand! Andinthe
morning we would find every green thing gone from the wood as though it had been smitten with ablight
overnight.

A rich and fertile country it isthat | hold for you, my Emperor!

At thistime, however, none of us expected much besides the day’ sfood, living in uncertainty and dread
asto when the runners might return and what orders they would bring.

So aweek went by with no change in our surround-ings or habits, except that we had been given back
our clothing (but no armor), and a doctor had treated Myrdhinn’s gashed lips, my arm wound and divers
others of usthat had suffered some smdl injury a the time of the wreck. One man in particular this
doctor treated hi amanner that should interest Roman physicians as much asit did me.

The second day of our captivity, he complained of head pains, later groaning and crying out in torment,
whilethe next day he looked a uswith fever-brilliant eyes, recognizing no one.

Myrdhinn could not help him and we gave him up for dead, but this doctor of whom | speak cameto see
huti, and while ayounger man (his son, | believe) looked on with interest, our companion was given dry
leaves to chew and the doctor took some himself.

Then, with one of our company seated upon each arm and leg of our fellow to hold him steady, the
doctor began hiswork.

First, with arazor-sharp knife of obsidian glass, whichis here caled itztli, he laid back a portion of the
scap, exposing the bone beneath, spitting juice from his own leaves upon the wound. Then he removed
part of the bone, which, aswe al could see, had been cracked and was pressing upon the brain.
Working swiftly, he removed al specks of bone witn shell tweezers, rounded the edges of the hole,
smearing them with spittle, deftly cut apiece of thick sea-shell to fit and clapped it over the opening.

Straightway he applied more spittle, sewed up the scap flap with snew and bade us by sign to keep the
man under restraint, which we did for two days, binding him face down upon awooden pallet which they
brought us, after which time he became sensible and could be trusted to care for himsdlf, though il very



Sck.

Now the odd thing isthis: athough he suffered during the operation, yet his pain was amost annulled by
the gpplication of this spittle and by the effects of the juice he must have swalowed from his own cud.

Therefore| send you dl these leaves | have been ableto collect, they being rare and most precious,
brought to uswith difficulty and hardship from unfriendly landsfar to the south, and hope that when they
are before your learned men, they may be recognized and similar plants found in Europe.

After we had been incarcerated for aweek, though more as respected prisoners of war than daves or
enemies, | was caled and conducted to the commander’ s welk-waum.

Here we set about the business of mutual communication, and as we both were anxiousto learn, at the
end of the month we could exchange enough words in his own speech to get one another’ s meaning.
Myrd-,, hinn was also admitted to these lessons and learned far quicker than J, and hi turn we instructed
our companions.

In these talks we learned much which may well be set down here, the swift course of following events
being understood dl the better for the present interruption, although you should redize that | myself did
not know dl of these thingsfor many years.

The country where we dwell is named Alata, as upon the map which | enclose you will seeit drawn,
partly from observation and agood dedl by reports from Hie native traders, who cover vast distances on
foot and water, there being no other means of travel anywhere hi the whole land.

Far to the north liesan inland sea of fresh water and here live savage tribes, as aso along the ocean
seaboard. These speak many languages and war among one another, being utter barbarians, and are
termed generdly Chichamecs—their country, Chichameca—in disregard for whatever they may cal
themsdves

To thewest, broad plainsand valleys and gently rolling hills, likewise inhabited by wandering tribes,
extend to the very edge of the world, whichismarked “ by atitanic range of mountains not to be crossed

by

man, for they extend upward beyond the reaches of breathable ah*.

Southerly liesahot and steaming land, by name Atala, lush with vegetation, uncomfortably moigt, the
homeland of the Mias, the ruling class of the country of Tlgpallan. From this place they moved northward,
settling in thefertileinterior valleyswhere the grest rivers run, providing trangportation and furnishing
much tillable land for the practice of agriculture.

Here they expanded and thrived, driving out the origind inhabitants into the forests to lead asavage
existence, where they became great hunters and warriors and were feared by the Tlapallicosand Mias.

Studded thickly aong the borders of Tlapallan, more especialy to the north, northeast and east, liesa
long chain of forts, heavily manned, congtantly ready for attack, holding al the main riverswhich arethe
thoroughfares of this country. There are well-beaten paths through the forests and the mountain ranges,
where the passes are likewise held by forts and the heights are congtantly patrolled by the men stationed
there.

These soldiers hold the Chichamecsin deep dread and some contempt—adread of thair fighting-ability,
and contempt of their arms and education; for the soldiers spring from the same stock astheir attackers



and those defending the marches of Tlapalan are but one step removed from the would-be invaders.

Their system of davery isthis. A woman or man after captureis at once adave. Thereisno apped, no
exchange of prisoners, no manumission. Neither isthere any chance of escape, since the prisoner is
hurried inland at once. Then, lost among the teeming myriads of Tlapalan, the captive becomes abeast of
burden, tailing from dawn to dusk in the fields, fishing in the rivers under close surveillance, or working
upon one of the numerous mounds of earth (sometimes over ahundred feet in height and covering acres
of ground), hi theform of pyramids, of animals, geometrical designsin the form of hollow enclosures, or
smple barrows to provide work for idle hands.

These many forms of mounds and designs are the chief pride and distinguishing mark of Tlgpalan from
other lands. Almost everything these people do concerns amound in someway.

The ramparts of the forts are earth, with a palisade on top. Therich river borders are knobbed with
mounds, upon which the people seek shdlter at atime of sudden flooding of the dluvid lands, for these
mighty rivers are gpt to overflow their banks or change their course overnight. Other mounds cover the
bones of illustrious dead, and these are huge. | wastold that one aone had taken fifty yearsto erect,
using the labor of two thousand daves, in such times asthey could be spared from thetilling of thefields.

Two peoplelie buried in this mound, but that was |ong ago and no one now remembers their names or
anything of their history!

No such buria isgiven to the daves. They erect the mounds where the temples are built, they seethe
watch-firesflame night and day, dways tended, extinguished but once ayear to beimmediatdy relit, but
they have only one sharein the worship.

After they have grown old and feeble, their days of work done, having been transformed from valuable
pieces of property into worthless mouths open for corn, they climb again those temple mounds their
swesat and tears have sdted and are savagely done to death upon the dtarsthere to the glory of their
captors cruel gods.

Their children’ sfate is different. Torn from then-parents at the earliest possible time, the young
Chicha-mecs are educated according to the harsh principles of Tlapalan. Deprived of love and affection
from birth, they grow stern and cruel. Most boys become soldiers, those of much promise being
educated especidly for positions of power, but the dull child or the cripple goesthe way of his parents
and may tail yearslater with earth-laden basket up some high mound and meet an aged crone tottering
down, not knowing her to be his mother—or be in the throng below the temple when the high priest
above, inthelast rays of the setting sun, holds up hisfather’ s till throbbing heart to coax their departing
god back again from hisdark lair.

But however hard this stupid on€ stail, however difficult and hungry the days, he has ahope his parents
never knew. The son of dave parents, by any whim of his master, may be made free, take up land for
himself and become asmall fresholder of Tlagpalan, living in hopesthat hisson in turn, third remove from
the forest life, may become amerchant, atrader in obsidian, wrought metal, or paintsto embellish the
bodies of the Chichamecs—his cousns.

If S0, thistrader brings back al manner of preciousthings—furs, pearls, rare featherwork, gold or slver
—unlessindeed he be dain by those haughty, untamed people, as atrue son of Tlgpalan!

Although the coloration of the skin, the contour of the features and the proud, cruel expression of dl the
racesare very smilar, aMiamay be ready distinguished from a Tlgpallico by reason of the skull’ s shape.
Shortly after birth, aMian baby hasasmall board bound tightly to his head, both front and back,
compressing the soft bone shape, sometimes ridged along the top of the head like abird’ s crest, but often



risng to apeak. Thisrendersit impossiblefor adaveto ever masquerade as one of the ruling class, nor
can heintermarry among them.

Hayonwathawas of the second generation, bred to war, but by the odd mistake of his own mother
having been accidentaly chosen as his nurse, he had learned something of forbidden mother love and,
deprived of it early, had nursed dl hislife since abitter hate for Tlgpallan and the sons of daveswhich
made up in great part the common soldiery and garrisons of theforts. It wasthisrankling bile that
showed strongly in hisvoice when he named to me on the march the tribes of variousindividuas asthey
passed before us—tribes of which those various individuas themselves were ignorant, being placed to
defend fortsfar from their homelands, that they might remain ignorant of their own people and fed
themsdlves as srangersin ahodtile land, with their only friendstheir fellow soldiers and every tribesman,
in the forest round about, then-enemy.

So theindividud logt hisidentity and became a Tlgpdlico, acitizen of Tlapdlan, except in afew cases
such asthat of Hayonwathawhen he, in amoment of crazy pride before astranger to whom he owed his
life and who he knew could not understand, denied his birthright of citizenship and called himsdlf
“Onondagd’ after hismother’ s people, far north aong the shores of the Inland Sea.

All this Hayonwatha explained fully, in private talk with myself and Myrdhinn, and told us how the Mias
had fought then: way up from the southwest where no forts were now needed, a desert country of poison
wells and springs separating the borders of Tlapallan from the nearest large tribes of civilized people. He
told us how the Tlapallicos raided across these Debatable Lands, having maps of the sweet waters on
their lines of march, and brought back prisoners who were prized for their skill hi featherwork and
blanket weaving.

Also hetold usthat some of the various barbarian tribes |ooked to the southwest astheir final
resting-place, it being said that from these regions al men had come, and they regarded thisasthe
terrestrial Paradise. Therefore, to the southwest their heads were directed when they were buried, lying
face up with their valuables and then* weapons around them, so that they might prosper and defend
themsdlves hi the Land of the Dead.

All thisinterested Myrdhinn greetly, for to him it seemed that this earthly Paradise might be the very
Garden of Eden from whence al men sprang, and he could hardly contain himself with anxiety to be free
and searching for this Land of the Blest, and aso worrying for fear that we would never be permitted.

| do not know how many times he told me of various faiths and rdligions known to him which held that
Paradise was in some mystical Western Land, or how often he dinned into my earsthe fact that we had
sailed southwest to reach this peculiar country.

He was genuinely interested and hag-ridden with this thought, and night after night when otherswere
deeping | watched him &t our barred windows, scanning the stars for some phenomenon which would
indicate afavorable end to our imprisonment.

But the stars were uncommuni cative and disappointed him, some even being strange to us and not the
same asin Britain, which suggested to me that possibly Myrdhinn’ s magic and divinations would not avall
usinthisland of Alata—its godsbeing againgt us.

Myrdhinn smiled at this and said that though divinations were obscure, his magic was powerful anywhere,
resting upon basic facts of truth, unchangeable anywhere on earth, most of hisfeats depending upon
earthy materials common to anyone, supposing them to have the knowledge to perceive and extract the
virtueswithin.

“Giveme,” hesaid, “my books, my materids, and | could get usdl out of here with white magic; but



what can | do as| am, being stripped of al but my robes?’
“Black magic!” sad I. “Usethat. The worthy end judtifies the dirty tools.”
Myrdhinn shook his heed.

“Aye, black magic would avall. | could blast thisfort with aspell, and imperil my mortal soul indoing it,
but | have taken too many trips along the murky borders of Hell! Long ago, | saw too much and was
warned by it. Never again will 1 use black magic except asalast resort which must be worth the peril
involved. Y et, lest you doubt that | have powers at my beck which can protect us—watch well from the
window and be not afraid, for thisis neither white nor black magic, but asmple thing that once dl
Samo-thrace knew and eders there frightened unruly children by it.”

He went to the window and chirped into his beard, and suddenly from the haf-dark aflittermouse came
flapping. It clung to the bars and eyed us dl, and Myrdhinn with aforefinger stroked its silky back,
chirping—and the little creature chirped in response!

All inatwink it was gone, and Myrdhinn raised hisarm.
“Watch!” he said, “and be ill!”

Round the deeping fort flew the flittermouse, round and round again, threetimesin dl, flying widdershins,
and vanished again.

Then Myrdhinn dropped hisarm and stood listening.

“Doyou hear it?" he asked.

| shook my head. All was asit had been, save that alight breeze had begun to blow.
| said as much, and Myrdhinn chuckled. “ A breeze? Ligen.” ,

The breeze became a iff wind, increasing to agale which buffeted our stout prison and made the
timbers cresk.

Criesrosefromthe soldiers’ quarters, asthe light huts and tents blew over and exposed the deepersto
the stars.

Stll the galeincreased. All of the prisoners were now awake. Our prison shook and trembled. Inthe
forest we could hear the crash of faling trees. We were forced to shout to one another to be heard, then
could no longer do that. And till the tremendous wind swept the fort like abesom, piling the loose flimsy
wreckage of the weik-waums againgt the southern palisade.

Suddenly we saw overhead the black sky and the aloof stars, and caught aglimpse of our roof flitting
away before hearing the crash of it on the parade ground and smelled the smoke where embers of
camp-fires had been whipped against our log walls.

“Stop it!” | screamed to Myrdhinn. “You will kill usal!”
Myrdhinn raised hisarm and dl at once there was no more wind.

Now we could hear amultitudinous groaning and lament from theinjured, followed by amighty flare of
light. The wreckage againgt the palisade was flaming, driving back the night, and our hut wal burst into
furious tongues of fire, licking up our door and surging past the window neer it.



On one another’ s shoulders we got over the wall and looked around at the damage. Myrdhinn's“little
spell to frighten naughty children” had doneitswork well.

The whole enclosure was bare of huts. Here and there staggered injured men, carrying or aiding others.
Fully athird were dead and none save oursalves, incarcerated hi the strongest building in the fort, were
entirely without scathe.

The watch tower was down and crashed through the commander’ s quarters, though | saw him limping
about, trying to restore order.

The paisade, was burning furioudly, and so stupefied with calamity was the camp that it burned on
unheeded. Had the Chichamecs struck then wewould al have been killed.

Weapons, provisions and trade goods were inextricably mixed into the mass of burning wreckage, and
only afew things, among them our gear, had escaped (having been placed in aroot-cdllar benegth the
commander’ s dwelling), though the building above was ruined.

Myrdhinn turned to me.

“Will Druid lorework in Aleta, Ventidius?’
| had no wordsto deny it.
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The remarkable discipline of this people was quickly manifested after thefirst shock had worn away.
Crackling orders from the commander started the work of salvage, and before sunrise the fires had been
extinguished, the wreckage searched for weapons, vauables, and everything else which could be saved.

For my share, as commander of my party | had given ordersthat we help wherever possible, thinking
that ashow of good will might help usdl, even asmy hep to Hayonwatha had resulted in friendship and
persond favors.

This, dthough afurther usurpation of Myrdhinn's authority, aroused no antagonism in him, he heartily
agreeing; and | thought he seemed secretly relieved that | had taken command, for he had no liking for
the duties of war, though he had fought in Britain.

We offered our help hi caring for the wounded and soon had them segregated in our former prison with
Nicanor, alegionary with some knowledge of medicine, and Myrdhinn hi charge, until the physician of the
fort relieved them.

During thiswork we had come across the pit in which lay our gear, and hi the confusion we managed to
arm oursalves with bow and buckler, sword and dagger. Thus arrayed we marched to the commander.

“Sir,” | announced, “receive usasfriendsand alies hi thisemergency, | pray. You arehi dire peril from
the forest men. We will hold the breach until the palisade be rebuilt.”

Hayonwathalooked at us strangely.
“Do you understand what you are doing, Atoharo?

Y ou could easily escape. We could not prevent you now.”



| laughed.

“Whither should we go? Flee to the Chichamecs? Nay, let us earn our freedom by proving ourselves
Mends. Give usthe post of danger and if the barbarians attack you shall see how white men fight.”

Again that odd look.

“Letit beso. | have warned you. K you choose to stay, we value the aid you bring. Whatever may arise,
this day makes ustruly brothers. Count upon my future help in anything | can do. But remember, your
freedom depends not upon me, but upon Kukulcan!”

So || told off twenty, who marched to the smoking ruins and stood guard, scanning the forest whilethe
rest of usdonned full armor. Then we relieved the guards, who likewise armored themsalves, and
afterward we dl scattered adong the walls, each with bow and quiver ready.

For the time being, the fort was ours—as peculiar atwist of fortune as might be concelvable to anyone.
Would we had profited by it!

Just after sunrise, runners went out, scattering hi the forest, and by midday a detachment from Fort
Wiatosa, our nearest neighbor, came in on the double, heavily armed guards and baggage-laden daves
who struggled aong panting and spent.

Then you might have seen those copper-colored warriors scramble for atlatl and darts, lances and
javelins, bone and flint and shdll knives, and, again properly armed, go strutting, fegling themselves men of
vaor. Asther eation increased, our spirits went down.

Sentingl's came up and replaced us on mound and parapet, and we formed ranks on the parade ground
and waited.

Soon Hayonwatha approached, hi agroup of his chief officers. We watched them tensdly. What would
be the orders? Behind me, the men murmured. Would it be prison again? Sooner than that, they would
fight, as Jwell knew.

Myrdhinn and Nicanor came running from the prison to listen. | stepped forward five paces, unbuckled
sword and scabbard and held them out Hayonwatharaised his hand in dignified refusdl.

“Replace your wegpon, Atoharo. This day has earned you a place among us. Let us be as one people,
with no talk of prisoner and captor, until | receive the ordersfor which | sent upon your arriva. Receive
aso thistoken of our friendship.”

An officer handed him anecklace smilar to that which he wore: many-stranded, glittering with pearls, ek
and bear teeth, gold and micabeads. | removed my helmet and the commander placed the costly thing
around my neck.

| saluted. Myrdhinn went back to the hospital, smiling in his beard, and our company disbanded.

That evening was one of merriment, for not aman, whether of Tlgpalan or Britain, but felt better with the
fedl of wegponsat hisside, and if our former captors swaggered, think then of us, far longer deprived of
the touch of good stedl and trusty bow!

And imagine us griding like gods on earth, glittering and jingling among the many campfires, welcome a
any, the heroes of the day—and Myrdhinn, the man to whom we owed it all, discreetly in the
background, handsomely robed, quietly observing, scheming, considering the future and the stars.



Itisno part of thisstory to detail how, in the following days, we amazed these fighting-men with our
bows, whose deadly precision they beheld for the first time hi their lives. | warned my men to be careful
to keep aloose string, in order that the full power of the bow might not be manifested, and by no means
to shoot beyond the farthest range of the adatl—thus not displaying our greatest strength and keeping
SECret our reserves.

Also, when they wished to make bows and emulate our weapons, we carefully selected only moderately
desirable woods, and were none too particular in showing them the correct grip and finger release.

After awhile they went back to their atlatls, satisfied that they were our equalsin distance, if not quite so
in precision, which was what we had intended.

Together, bands of my men and bands of the Tlgpa-licos mingled in the forest, where their dingers
competed with oursin the hunting of small game, and beet us roundly too.

We visited Fort Wiatosa, and found it identical with Fort Chipam; went a-fishing and saw again the
wrecked Prydwen, the stern lying ten feet under, glittering and beautiful, though aruin that made us
grievefor her past splendor.

Beatedly the Chichamecs|learned of the damage done to the fort, long after its repairing, and they hurled
themselves upon usin utter disregard for singing arrows and darts and forced an entry, only to die on
sted and stone, the survivors seeking the forest again like wounded bears who dowly back away,
growling horridly and licking their wounds, but not beaten or daunted.

One morning, nearly two months after our arrivd, the vigilant watcher in the tower sgnaled that there was
movement in the forest. Soon atroop of a hundred armed men marched into the clearing, formed in
columnsof foursand hailed thefort.

The gates opened at once and they marched in, their officer presenting abelt of beadwork, as
credentids, to Hayonwatha. This announced the bearer asthe new commander, and his orders were that
two thirds of the former garrison, under Hayonwatha, be detailed to guard us on our way to the capital of

Tigpallan.

| did not know this and was surprised to find Hayonwatha surly and curt, for to me he had not been the
gern hard-bitten commander with which his men were familiar. Nor could | learn much from him, his
attitude showing that secret orders had changed our relationship.

“Atlagt,” | said, somewhat nettled, “you may tell uswhither we areto go, if you cannot tell mewhat isto
be our fate.”

“Y ou march at daybreak. We go to Kukulcan. Y ou are to be judged.”
“Who or what is Kukulcan?’

He did not seam to hear me, but sat on his bench with his head hi his hands, and hi atone of uttermost
despair, repeated:

“Kukulcan! Kukulcan!”

So | left, wondering grestly, for whether Kukulcan might be acity, acountry, or aruler’ sname, | had not
theleast idea.
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‘The City of the Shake

Therewasthetingle of frost hi the air aswe sat out the following morning. Autumna dayswere rgpidly
approaching and as we marched on northwesterly, following well-marked and hard-beaten pathsworn a
foot or more below the surface of the forest mold, we began to fed the chill and were glad of night
shelter.

This comfort we found at forts. Night followed night, but aways during the waning daylight we arrived at
yet another in this gigantic scheme of mounded fortifica-tions which protects the long frontiers of
Tlgpdlan from invasion. Though connected by no Wall of Hadrian, this system wasfully as efficient as
Britain's, at thistime, for the Mias had no organized attack to fear. The Chichamecswere dways at war
among themsdves, being split up into many tribeswith various languages and diaects, though strangers
managed to talk with some ease by movements of the hands.

From onefort to another we were passed along, supplied with food, laden with goodsto carry on: pipe
bowls from the stone-carvers, hides from the trappers and hunters, jewelry and loose pearls from the
creek fishers. And as we were routed by the great micaminesin anearby range of mountains, men were
attached to our procession who carried, on litters soft with grass, closaly wrapped disks and dabs of
mica, beautifully polished and worked.

Some of these were three feet across, intended for mirrors to embellish some noble’ shome, for riding on
the backs of the lesser peoples were three distinct classes of noble folk, descendants of the old Mias and
fit for nothing but to oppress and persecute.

With the addition, as we pushed northward, of daves and their attendant guards, our array reached the
find tota of near three hundred, amonstrous tax upon the provisions of the forts at which we rested.
Findly Our origina party split away from the latter accretions, who were to follow as a separate band,
and we went on rapidly, having nothing to carry but our own armor and gear though the daves with us
labored under heavy loads of meta from the Prydwen. In al thistime, we had been permitted to keep
our weapons and this gave us cheer and set our fears at ease.

Colder, shorter and more dreary grew the days. Occasiondly alight sifting of snow whitened the ground
during the night, and at last we were given stout bracae of deerhide to wear and dept hi bearskins quite
comfortably.

Over mountains, into and out of valeys, fording streams or ferrying them, we marched through the forest
country, passing across such broad expanses of tree-covered lands that Anderida, Britain’ s mightiest
wood, with dl its goblin-haunted rums, could have been dropped into one of theseimmense valley plains
and totaly lost. At onetime we traveled up awide stream more than a hundred milesin coracles made of
bark, and in dl that distance saw from the water no natural openingsin the crowding trees, and no smoke
or other signs of humanity, except as we neared the forts which kept thiswatery highway safefor
Tlapa-lan’ scitizens.

We grew thin and muscular, never redly hungry or satisfied, and at long last arrived at ariver, immensdy
broad, and were supplied (at afort, of course) with sufficient craft to take usto our journey’ s end, and
were told that our forest marches were behind us.

Our paths had been made easy for us, and we moved through thisamost tracklesswildernessasa
post-rider might confidently ride the highways of Rome, sure of achange of horses as needed or aplace
to lay hishead or ardief to take and carry on his message.

We white men learned to respect the manner in which the country was managed, especialy when we saw
the large number of coraclesthat rocked hi the shalow cove on the morning of our embarkation.



“Ohion,” Hayonwatha named thisriver. “Y onder, upstream, severa daysjourney—Iliesthe City of the
Snake and Kukulcan.”

We splashed through the tinkling ice fringe and pushed out into the deep water. Vigilant scouts shot
ahead, and more dowly we commenced the find step of our long journey.

At timeswe saw creatures drinking unadarmed: wolves, bear, large wild cattle with humped backs,
shaggy hair and short sharp horns.

Again we saw giant ek, broad-antlered, or the maneess lion who preys upon these creatures, long tail
switching as he snarled at us glaring his hate before bounding into the forest.

We now observed among these far stretches of timber, maple, oak, birch, beech and pine, leafage mostly
seared by frost, somefew yet violently scarlet, and were offered at our resting-places nuts of kinds that
were strange, yet very sweet and good, with dessert to follow of the smoky-tasting wild grapeswhich
abound everywhere.

A richland, my Emperor, running over with richesfor itsownerd

At last the forestsfell away, for we had |eft the frontiers behind us. Clearings showed aong the
river-banks, each with its mounds, itsforts, itstilled lands, and many, many servile people who eyed our
white skinswith dull, stupid curiosity, until the whips cracked over their own scarred backs.

Then, with hardly aglint of rebellion hi their black eyes, they took up their burdens, building more
mounds or making higher those already built.

Clearings broadened into meadows and moorland, forts became enclosed towns or cities defended by
citadels, al without any stonework, done in hegped earth wals crowned by palisades, yet quite
impregnable againgt any force that existed to menace them.

One day we left this Ohion, and entered atributary stream. Not long after, we arrived at the chief, though
not the largest, city of Tlapalan. It was the impressive and bloodstained City of the Snake.

In progressing up the nobler river we had observed smoke pillarsrising ahead of us, their columns
broken into long and short puffs, and were told by our friends that word was going on ahead that we
were coming, from villageto village.

Along the lesser tributary, we noticed that the centers of popul ation were undefended by fortified
enclosures, and concluded that we had arrived at a point where danger from barbarians was improbable.
Now we decided that we were wrong, for we saw along mound wall stretching along anarrow ridge at
the junction of asmdl river with that which we were following dongshore.

Aswefirst caught sight of it, we were struck with its resemblance to a serpent, the image being greater
than any serpent that ever crawled, for it extended fully aquarter-mile. If the far-flung loops of its
undulations, which formed fort-like enclosures, had been straightened, it would have been much longer.

The body itsdf isthirty feet across, though only the height of atal man abovethe ground levd. Inits
enclosures, dl the people, in the unprotected communities up and down the little rivers, could find shelter
in case of invasion. Thetail was near one stream, its head near another, and upon its back were built log
houses, connected by pdisades, in order to form a continuous wal at al points not less than twenty feet
high. At the three gates were fortified outworks, almost impregnable.

Aswe marched along the outside of thisimposing fortress, we saw every available spot, upon roof or
palisade, filled with people. They watched us, but there was no word of welcome, nor did they follow



aong thewall, but remained where they were until we were out of sight. This chill greeting seemed
ominous.

Thefeding was not lessened when, at Hayonwatha s command, the Tlapallicos took up apostion to the
right and left of each of us. In acolumn of threes we approached the gateway at the Serpent’ sjaws.
These were widely spread, and beyond the outworks we could see another mound, oval in shape,
crowned with aroof or pavilion of logs, and noticed that another pair of jaws at its opposite end opened
to surround thisova completdly, though the head of the other snake was bodiless—asthe river, which
flowed nearby, interfered with any extension of the earthworks.

Not knowing whether we were prisoners or honored guests, we fifty Romans approached the gates,
wide flung and waiting. One hundred feet from the entrance, our long column hated. The company
trumpeter sounded his shell trumpet, and with measured stride a procession came forward to meet us.

Company upon company of fighting-men, they met us and split to left and right, impassively taking their
places. We were surrounded!

That foreboding of mine grew stronger, and | quietly passed the word down my lineto be ready for
trouble. I heard behind me the snick of stedl in sheath, the thrum of bows being strung taut, the rattle of
arrows, and felt easier.

We might be doomed, but we would die bravely, | thought.

Slaves bore alitter through the gate, and we saw reclining upon it agrosdy obese man, middle-aged and
cruel of countenance.

Physicdly hewasagiant, for when standing he was nearly eight feet in height, and at onetime he had
been the champion of hisrace. The solid copper antlers upon his head made him look much taller, though
creeping age and vices had blurred the origindly fine lines of the face and body. As a scepter, he carried
afinely worked spear, the copper head of which weighed more than awoodcutter’ s ax.

Hisrobe, wewerelater told, was woven of human hair!

Spear butts thudded in salute. Hayonwatha murmured, “ Kukulcan!” All the red men bowed low in servile
sdutation.

Then Hayonwatha touched Myrdhinn’s arm and led him forward to the litter, where he sank to hisknees
and bowed hisforehead to the ground. Myrdhinn proudly stepped back, and the monarch’ sface
purpled.

Instantly, daves legped upon Myrdhinn, tore the robes off him and hurled him to the ground. | turned to
my men, felt atremendous blow, and, redling, saw my comrades faling from blowsfrom left and right,
heard the armed men rushing, closing in, legping upon us!

With that picture before my eyes, the war-cries of friend and foe ringing loud, | felt the warm blood
running down my back beneath my armor and the grit of dirt in my mouth. Thisis Death! | thought. In
my mind | cursed the false friend who had pretended to be my blood brother in order to trap us more
completely. | knew mysdlf trodden upon, but felt no pain from kick or blow, just asensation of earth
opened beneath me, and mysdf faling into the abyss.
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Thenext | remember, | lay in utter darkness. Beneath me was a puddle of cold water. | tried to roll out
of it and heard groans. | was conscious enough to know that the groans were my own, and then | must
have swooned again, for without any gpparent interval of timeit waslight and | could see. But it was not
thelight of day, nor the good sweet air of upper earth.

Like moleswelay, | and my men. They huddled dispiritedly by themselves while other groups of
prisoners, copper-colored folk, kept also to themsalves, though casting curious glances at us. Stark
naked, al of us, shivering with cold hi the dank air, winter close a hand. | wondered as| lay thereif this
was the mode of execution we were to expect.

Digtant noises, and my aching eyes focused properly upon aglare of torches, which shone through agrille
of stout oak barslaid transversely across the entrance to thislarge underground chamber. Then, asthese
bars were removed, an officer and two guardsmen came in with torches, lighting up the place more
Clealy.

The officer passed among uswith disdain. One could seethat he regarded us as afarmer might his sheep.
Without fear, he made the circuit of the wals, looking for evidences of digging. >

Satisfied that no tunnels were under construction, he returned to the entrance, snapped orders, and daves
entered with steaming buckets, which they emptied into long troughs and retired.

Thebarsdid into place, thelocking pins drove home and we were |eft in our den. Sickened by the
sounds of feeding swine, where men fought and gobbled at the troughs, | rolled on my face hi the water
and hoped for desath.

A kindly hand stroked my head and akind voice said, “My poor friend!”

| rolled over again. It was Myrdhinn. Gaunt and bony, clothed only in hisbeard, he till retained his
dignity.

“Rouse and eat. Gather strength and courage. Thisisnot our end!”
Then | first saw who stood by him: Hayonwatha, who had led usinto this trap—my blood-brother!

“Traitor! Judas!” | croaked, and tried to raise mysdlf to strike him down, but was too wesk to throw off
Myrdhinn'srestraining hand.

“Eat!” herepeated. “Our friend is prisoner and condemned to desth with us. Wewill *explain while you
regain strength. Trust him astrue man, for hisfutureistied with ours.” v

And s, trusting Myrdhinn at least, | ate thick stew of corn and beans from the cupped hands of
Hayonwatha, whom | wished to kill, and reclined on my ebow, listening, fedling the good food bring
back life, and my aching head throb less mightily.

| learned that law among these barbarians wasrigidly followed, its transgressors punished by death, its
ironbound code unchangegble in the dightest degree. This code ordering that prisoners should be brought
in bound, naked and unarmed, had been wantonly broken by our coming—free, clothed and armed!

Hayonwatha, who had conceived that because we had gained his friendship we should be trested as
friends, had been bitterly astonished to see the trestment meted out to Myrdhinn.

Myrdhinn had brought it upon himsalf by hisrefusd to demean himsalf before one whom he considered
an inferior, but whom these people considered adeity incarnate, lord of sea, sky and earth.



By giving us kind trestment, Hayonwatha had for-feited his precarious citizenship (being of the second
generation), and with him al hismen, because they * had not risen to strip him of his office and ask for a
new commander. Thisword had gone ahead of us by smoke pillars, and unknowing we had marched
toward a planned doom, though Hayonwatha had suspected that trouble was coming when the garrison
of the fort had been replaced. His orders had been to bring us hi as prisoners, and for that reason his men
hed formed to seize uswithout injury, without knowing they were to be prisoned with us.

Hereinthe pit, for three days, while | had lain unconscious, my men and Hayonwatha s had been at
odds, but the fight was about worked out of both factions and apathy had set in, for there wasllittle hope
for escape and agridy end hi view for dl of us.

“Soyou see, Ventidius,” said Myrdhinn, “that he redlly did more for us than we had any right to expect,
and his own friendliness has brought him misery such asours.”

| tried agmile. It hurt. | took Hayonwatha s hand. “When | am more recovered we will see what we can
do.”

“We arefriends, then?’

“Friends,” | echoed. “Myrdhinn, order it to be s0.” He stalked off, and through haf-shut eyes| saw the
groupsintermingle. At leat, | thought, // there is any escape, let us fight as one people. Then|
became very sick and, | believe, delirious; not so much out of mind, however, that | could not tell that the
light from very high, small openings waswaning, or so much that | did not know when the food was
brought again.

| heard Myrdhinn say, “ Another gone.” | roused from my torpor to see a Tlapalico dragged away by
burly guards.

Out he went, fighting grimly, protesting while agood seven-score men stood by and watched him go
without offering resstance. The bars sedled us hi again, the light waned, and it became dmost completely
dark hi our miry pit.

Then far, far away, heard dimly through the many feet of earth above us, aroar of cheering fell and rose,
and fdl again; and with it came night and deeper cold and things which dithered and crawled over our
ghrinking bodies aswe dept.

Such, repeated again and again, wasto be atypica day of our lifefor many daysto come.

“Here,” remarked Hayonwatha, “isthe river up which we came; here, Nachan the City of the Snake; and
here is the Snake hersdlf, Ciacoatl, the Devourer, the Earth-Mother, defender of the city by means of her
own earthy body, being rampart and object of worship also.”

We three leaders were squatted around a dry spot. Hayonwatha drew hisfinger dong the dirt floor as he
spoke.

“Such amonster should have asuitable mate,” | said.

Helooked up. “She has. About fifty miles away is her mate, Stuated properly to close off abend of
another river, hi smilar manner to Ciacoatl. They lielooking at each other acrossthe land. Hisnameis
Mixcoatl, the Storm-Serpent, god of the water and therain. A large city, Colhuacan, City of the Twigting
Mound, is protected by his body. About ten miles up thisriver lies Miapan, the grestest citadel hi al of
Tlgpalan, for hi it Sxty thousand people, with provisons and chattels, may find shelter in case of Sege,
while down theriver isafortified town, Tlacopan, shielding the people of the lower valey.



“These three strong places are the main strongholds of the Mias.

“Now, to the northeadt, liesagreat inland sea of fresh water, where are the hunting-grounds of my
mother’ s people. It isnot many days journey and if we could reach them, along thisroad where the
minerstravel from these four cities to the copper mines near theinland sea, | am convinced that we
would be welcome.

“Through the uncounted moons these Mias have held the land of Tlapallan, they have driven back the

Onondagaono, persecuted them, raided them for daves and loot, but my people are till free and could
they control thek own fierceness and unite with their neighbors they might meet and drive back any
invagon.”

“Who are these neighbors?’ | queried.

“Once there was one people, fierce, terrible fighters, independent and brave. They lived in this country
before they were driven out by the superior strength of the trained and disciplined Mias. Moving north,
they became hunters and fishermen, living wild in the woodsin smal communities. The strugglefor life
was hard and, losing touch with one another, various persons came to blows over the hunting, or women,
and so factions were created. Astime went on, these factions became separate nations who now agree
on scarcely anything and are as ready to take one another’ s scalps as they are to take those of thek rea
enemy, the Mias”

“How many nations do you reckon them?” asked Myrdhinn.
Hayonwatha checked them on hisfingers.

“There arefive powerful nations of the woods. Fkst, the Onondagaono, my own people, strongest and
bravest of al, then the Gwengwehono, the Nunda-waono, the Ganeagaono and the Onayotekaono.”*

“Would they unite, think you?’
Hayonwatha chuckled grimly, his nearest gpproach to alaugh.

“Certainly—in desth! Nothing e se will* unite them. Not even Tarenyawagon, the Master of Life, could
do that!”

“Tarenyawagon? It is he whom you worship?’

But Hayonwatha, so loquacious on some subjects, was suddenly struck dumb, and brooding, he moved
away and sat by himsdlf, while we (understanding that we had unintentionally pried into a mystery)
remained where we were and discussed the future.

* These correspond with the Indian nations we know as the Onondaga, the Cayuga, the Seneca, the
Mohawk and the Oneida.

From what he had told us, we knew that should we be able to escape we would be exchanging gne
dreadful fate for another, unless by our own prowess we might make ourselves so feared that we would
be et done in the forests where we must lead the lives of outlaws.

Among &l these Chichamecan tribes, these five nations gppeared to be the most intdlligent, having kept
their independence during their wild life without sacrificing everything e se to the hunt for food, athough
their code of warfare, we were told, was no better than the very wildest of the painted prisoners we had
seen hi the many forts we had visited on our long journey.



The Miasfought to secure daves. All their enemies fought for captivesto torture, having no need of
davesin their system of living. The practices of the forest nations seemed to us bitter and unnecessarily
crud.

Each war-party that set out tried to do the very utmost of injury to its enemy. Women and little children
were butchered, and because of thisfact these five nations, especialy, were headed for mutual
extermination.

Y et, as Hayonwatha explained the code, we could see that it was not without arude sense. Each woman
might fight or be amother of fighters—ergo, each child might grow to be afighter or awoman! They
were Mlled, aswariors, for the killing of them was a powerful blow to the enemy. It helped to weaken
his power and it struck, theoreticaly, terror to his heart.

But to us, it seemed that this element of terror was overrated, for the killing of aman’swife or child must
naturaly drive him ever after hi search for revenge. So the Chichamecans made themsd ves weaker and
an easer prey to the daversof Tlapalaa

Still, could we escape, our best haven was north, beyond the frontier, among Hayonwatha s people,
where more than anywhere in Alatawe might reasonably hope to make friends.

We had learned that our deep prison lay under the

Egg, held between the jaws of the Snake. Could we dig out, which wasimpossble owing to therigid
daily inspection, we would come out among the buildings of the city or upon the level plain outside the
rampart. In either event, we would be discovered, for so large abody of men could not escape the notice
of the sentries.

There was a possihility that we might escape by the door had it not been continua ly guarded. We had
rushed the log grille so many times that awhole company of guards accompanied the ingpecting officer on
histriple daily rounds, and most of us bore wounds from their spears.

None of my men had yet been taken above ground, but Hayonwatha s command had been reduced
more than three score.

Each day, at sunrise, high noon and sunset, aman was selected and taken away. We heard the crowd
roar and knew that he had been sacrificed to the Sun, but how we did not know, for the natives
shuddered with horror when asked, and we did not press the argument, for the one we questioned might
be the next to die.

Once | asked Myrdhinn to save us by sorcery, but he sadly refused. Below ground, he was out of touch
with the powers of the air. Being stripped stark, he had no tools of magic, except asmall crosswhich our
captors had left him, asthey had alowed the rest of usto keep amulets and rings as personal ornaments
of no vaue. Even black magic, he explained, depended upon certain materids, and here was absolutely
nothing with which he could work.

So it seemed that we all must die, and we had become amost resigned to it, seeing comrades among the
copper people taken away each day, the end seeming so inevitable that they scarcely resisted.

Above ground the year was waning. The light that seeped down to us was gray and sometimes there was
snow on the furs of the inspector.

One night Myrdhinn called meto him, just after the food had been brought (food for my fifty and for ten
of Hayonwatha s men, and now we knew we had been underground a full month and wondered for what



dreadful purpose we whites were being saved until the last).
“Ventidius, can you tdl methe day of the year?’
| laughed. Theideawasridiculous.

“I can. | have kept account of the days during al our wanderings. Pass the word among themento join
usin solemn celebration of the birth of our Lord. Although | am asinful person, | am the only one among
you who can perform the Christ’s Mass. Therefore let usfast and spend the night in solemn thought, and
let each man look into his heart and make himsdlf ready for the greater Me, for | think we shall not spend
another night in this prison.”

So we worshiped in the dark chamber, while our fellow prisonerslooked on, trying to understand, and
the guard beyond the grille commented scurriloudy on our behavior, and during his remarks said
something which Hayonwatha caught and remembered. So when we werefinished, he hurried to me and
sd:

“Have you been preparing for death, Atoharo?’

“If it must be, my brother.”

“It must. Thereisno doubt. Tomorrow isthe Feast of the Sun!”
“What isto take place?’

“During tonight every fire hi Tlapallan will be extinguished. Tomorrow isthe shortest day of the year, the
day when the Sun ismost apt to leave us and never return. To prevent this, the H’ menes, the wise men,
command agreat sacrificein order that the Sun may smell the blood and, delighting in it, may return to
gladden the hearts of hisworshipers.

“Tomorrow will be spent without fire on any hearth. In the morning there will be no sacrifices, nor at
midday. Instead, the secret brotherhood of the Sh'tols will dance, beginning with an appedl to the Sun to
remain for another year, and then appealing to Mixcoatl and Ciacoatl to influence their fellow god.

“Then they will dance the dance of bettle, lasting most of the day. There will be games of skill and blood
to inure the Mian youth to gore, and to inspire them to become leaders of Tlgpallan.

“Shortly after, the sacrifices will begin. When the Sun touchesthe hills, the ddest H' menewill ignite with
the Sastun, amagic crysta, a Same from which al othersin the city will be rdlit. But we shal not see that!

“Today isour end”
Myrdhinn said, “Never despair. We have another day.”

But he would not say anything more to encourage us, and knowing that he could have no more hope than
we, there was no cheer among us and we spent the night in meditation, self-communing and prayer.

In the morning, Myrdhinn, to the best of his remembrance, repesated the Mass. Our Host was coarse
teocentli cake, our precious Drink was muddy water from river seepagein alow hollow in our floor, but
we fdt spiritualy encouraged and reedy for our fate.

And our companions made ready to die, Singing harsh tuneless chants, and combing and braiding one
another’ shair aswell as might be without oil or any comb but their fingers.

Thuswe waited, receiving no food, seeing no inspectors, during most of the day. We heard distantly the



many noises of an assembled multitude and a continua thudding of drums; for al the scattered peoples of
the valley had congregated hi one or another of the four cities, though more had come here than
elsawhere, thisbeing the capital city and the religious center of Tlapalan.

In every village, town, city and fort, wherever the borders of Tlapallan extended, smilar ceremonieswere
taking place, and the*old, old red land” that night would be reddened in many ways!

12
Sacrifice—and Sorcery

We, deep in our dark pit, heard the accustomed tramp of sandaed feet and saw the grille black against
the ruddy torchlight, like abarred entrance to Hell. The barrier was removed and we were beckoned
forth singly. Aswe came out, each of us had his arms forced back and a clamp of wood hooked around
each upper arm.

These clampswere made dl of one Sze, so that upon alarge man, skin might be nipped in fastening, but
on ayouth they were loose. Each clamp was connected to its mate by an adjustable hair rope, which was
drawn so tight as nearly to didocate our shoulders and make every little motion painful.

They held our Marcus not too tightly, for hewas dight asagirl, and at this| was gladdened, for we dl
liked him, being youngest of usdl, and in asense our charge.

In this Situation, filled with mingled satisfaction, pain and dread, we were hustled above, encouraged with
kick and spear-buitt, to sumblefindly into daylight, where, blinking and bewildered, we were greeted
with athunderous roar of voices... We stood upon the top of the Egg!

All around us, people were thronged—on the ground bel ow, packed thick aong the paisades and
rooftops, and thicker yet where the favored ones were closaly pressing aong the jaws and throat of the
Snake. Therefdl agreat sllence.

In the center of the cleared top of the Egg was a pavilion without walls, so that we could look within and
see agone dtar where were gathered certain high members of the nobility, their ruler the obese giant,
Kukulcan, and the H' menes, or priests of the Sun.

From the H’ menes, a horrid specter detached itself. It advanced, dancing, whirling in aflutter of feasthers
and gtrips of colored fur. Its body was painted black, with the bones of the skeleton outlined in red. It
came closer till before we could be certain that it was true man and not somelich.

In his hands he shook rattles of human fingerbones strung upon cords, and about hiswaist he was
cinctured with abelt from which hung and dangled the scalps of men, together with dried lumps of flesh
that could be no less than human hearts.

He came a us—gobbling and yelping like an animd in pain.

We, held firmly by our armored guards, could do nothing; he passed by, yanking savagely at my clamps.
| was forced to groan, and went down on my knees. The agony in my shoulders was intense.

He yedped and passed me by. | saw him pass from one to another, till he came to Marcus and, pulling
mightily, tugged the clamps away.

He held them high and cast them down and all the people shouted.

“The godswant thisonefirst!” he gobbled, and, seized by Ms guards, Marcus went forward at a



stumbling run to the stinking atar, where red-robed butchers waited with their obsidian knives.

And there our Marcus was foully done to death by those red-handed sons of hell, dowly to satisfy better
those evil gods of darkness!

Firgt they tore the skin from back and shoulders, and watching under bitter compulsion by our guards we
saw Marcusfaint and saw him wake again, bravely trying to keep quiet while they mutilated him to the
glory of their gods.

We watched—heaven forgive usl—and felt our heartsleave us and lumps of iron take their place, and
we heard him at last, with al strength gone from him —heard him cry and moan and scream for mercy pr
death—and we watched! We watched and could do nothing!

It was after midday when they began. The sun had perceptibly lowered when they ripped out his
quivering heart and held it to the sun as an offering. He had but just died, for upon hislips till lingered the
amile he gave me, hisonly kinsman, when he caught my eye and foresaw the near sheltering wing of
merciful degth, racing fast to fling over him its peaceful shadow.

Myrdhinn was muttering, “Had | but my tools! Almighty Creator, why am | separated from my tools?’
The others cursed or prayed or wept, as the mood swept them.

| alone, dry-eyed, watched the sacrifice of my own nephew, and in my heart | knew that nothing could
permit such afoul deed to go unavenged. | swore an oath that | would live, | would escape, and | would
rase apower in thismercilessland that would sweep this civilization, and dl it stood for, from the face of
the earth.

One might think that we could see no further indignity perpetrated on the dead, but they had not yet
finished their crud rites. With heavy stone choppers, the body was cut into tiny fragments and the lesser
priests scattered the bits far and wide among the folk, who partook of these morsels aswe might partake
of asacrament.

Next, Myrdhinn was hustled forward and bound to a post of the pavilion, and Nicanor, Tiburcus and
Agrestis (would | could write their namesin gold!) were unbound, given bows and arrows and
commanded by Kukulcan to display their skill with these wegpons.

Myrdhinn closed his eyes and hislips moved asthough in prayer. | saw the Three confer briefly, tighten
srings, fit arrows and raise then- bows. Then | looked away.

Strings thrummed, there was afrightful screech and | saw that gross beast, Kukulcan, staggering with an
arrow in hisbelly, saw him tug and quiver and fal; heard arrows whistle into the group around the dtar,
beheld the H’ menes scatter and ran, and drop; saw the chief butcher who had selected Marcus,
bounding about, cackling, an arrow in hiseye; heard my own voice and that of my comradesraisng a
good Roman cheer; and watched the Threefdl, pierced through and through with fifty lances.

Thus ended the ceremonies of execution.

Myrdhinn was unbound and returned to us, and because dark clouds were gathering, asif the el ements
were angry a the enormities done upon that wicked dtar, the surviving H' menes hurried to relight their
sacred fire, before the clouds covered the face of their deity and made thisimpossible.

So, after dl, against Hayonwatha s prediction, we did see the Sastun, a perfect crystal, used in focusing
the sun’ srays upon tinder, and saw the flame rise beneath the shelter of that pavilion, where attendants
watched aways, protecting the sacred fire.



We saw, aswe were being clubbed ruthlessly back into the pits, afortune hi pearls being cast into the
blaze to atone for our sacrilege, and remembered with a shock that Myrdhinn had seemed confident that
we were not to die thisday. Again | wondered, as often before, just how much he could foretell the
future, and wondered why sometimes he appeared to know so much, and other times apparently no
more than therest of us.

Later, as we sguatted, naked and cold, on the damp floor of our prison, with night come over the lands
above us and the sure promise of amighty sacrifice of usdl, beginning with sunrise, Myradhinn bemoaned
again the lack of histools, of magic, saying:

“Bereft of everything, what can | do? Had | but aleaf of oak, of ash and of thorn, | could free usal and
with wegpons we might make such an account of ourselves that these folk would not forget us!”

“Say you 0, indeed?’ eagerly cried Kulhwech, brother of that Kinia’ ch who had died at sea. “1 have on
me, hi thisamulet, a this very moment, not only aleaf each of oak, ash and thorn, but dso aleaf of
ver-vain and three berries of oak mistletoe. These barbarians|eft me my amulet, thinking it worthless! Tell
us, Myrdhinn, how can it help us?

“HFirgt,” said Myrdhinn, “we must havelight.” Almost with the words his face began to shine with aglow
worm’ slight—amost uncanny sight in that dreadful, oppressing dark.

After, he held his padms upon his cheeks, and as he stroked them, his hands likewise began glowing,
whilewe stared in utter fascination at the head and hands shining bodilessin the black.

“Tel me” said Myrdhinn, inspecting the amulet, picking out the stitches with histhumbnail, “how do you
come by thischarm?If dishonestly, it will not avail!”

“Honestly, O Seer,” proudly proclaimed Kulhwch. “1 wastold by my father that | had faery blood in my
veins and when | was born in the mystical city of Emrys, efin hornsblew for three days everywherein
Tirnan-Og. Twas sent me by my godmother (reputedly afaery), who dwellsin the Four-horned Castle at
Caer Sidi. Kinia’ ch had aso one, but it did him little good, nor islike to do me more.”

“You are mistaken there,” said Myrdhinn, “for this charm, given to you to insure foresight and good
judgment, gives me the ingredients we need for escape. Y et—" He hesitated. “1t means a plunge into
black magic. | have shunned that for fifty years. There are dangersfor the soul.”

“Thereisasure and certain danger herefor the bodies of usdl, Myrdhinn!” | cried impatiently. “By dl
the gods, if you can get us out of here, do so. We arerats hi atrap! Get us out and let usfight for our
lives. Remember Marcus!”

“Aye, Marcus. | am not forgetting Marcus. Therewill be vengeance. But thisthing—Varro, youlittle
know what you ask!

“Yet I will doit, for | see no other way. | will do it, let come what may. Our Lord be my judge, itisa
good cause. Bedlent dl, nor spesk asingle word, whatever you may see.”

Under his bregath, | heard him patter amumbling prayer; heard mention of Hen Ddihenydd, the “ Ancient
and Unoriginated One”; heard the name of Keridwen and her hideous son Avaggdu—and then no more,
the whisper was so faint.

Hishead fel backward as though he had fainted; he lay upon the floor, seemingly without life. The
shin-ing hands raised as though they belonged to another than Myrdhinn; they lifted the contents of the
amulet, amingled powder of crumbled leaves, and dropped a pinch upon each closed eydid and the



bearded lips. The light faded from the hands. | saw ashining migt, the bresth of life, leave Myrd-hinn's
nogtrils.

Thelight faded from the face. The shining mist thickened and grew smdler than aman’sfig. It fell to the
floor. Thelight faded from the mist. | heard the sucking and clatter of little, pulpy, clawed feet running
over thefloor. They reached the grille and went on. The very sound was gone.

| cannot say how long we waited, though it seemed very long. Footsteps sounded in the corridor and
torchlight gleamed hi upon us. A guard entered. His eyeswere wild and staring. He looked straight
before him and spoke no word.

Hewalked directly to Myrdhinn and swept the crumbled bits of leaf from hisface. Myrdhinn sat up. “Itis
done,” he said to us; then to the guard, “lead us from this place, and to our arms.”

The guard turned, still wildly staring without amotion of eyeball or eydids, and with no reply he stalked
tiffly out the door. We followed.

Halfway down the corridor, we saw a guard standing stiffly, holding atorch, and we shrank into the
shadows, but Myrdhinn, laughing grimly, said:

“Come, fainthearts, and follow. No man lives below ground in this hesthen temple. Quickly! Quickly!”

So we followed the walking dead man to the chamber near the entrance, where in a storeroom was piled
our property and much tin.

| reached for my lorica, donned it, and heard athud near me. The guard had fallen and historch filled the
chamber with wild light.

“Quickly!” urged Myrdhinn, thrusting it into awall cressat. “The man is dead, and will be rottenness and
corruption in afew moments. His soul has descended to Annwn, the lowest abyss of Cythraul, and his
flesh cannot long abide the separation. Soon he and the other sentries here will be bare bones. | cannot
repest this, or my soul isaso lost! Haste, lest we be discovered!”

Before him fell naked Hayonwatha, beating his breast, abasing himself, kissng Myrdhinn’s hand, and
crowding around came the other ten Chichamecs.

“Great Tarenyawagon!” moaned the stately Hayonwatha. “ Sender of dreams! Magter of Degth! Forgive
usthat we did not know you!”

“Rise, friend. Let usbe away.”
And he helped the red man to rise, who looked at him with the eyes of aworshiper.

We got into our armor, shouldered our articles of greatest value, made packs of everything in Myrdhinn's
chest, that hein future might lack for nothing, and eyed wistfully the clamps and gearsfor the tonnenta
and arrow engines, but could not carry them.

So, armed and willing to kill, we came above ground.
At the pavilion, watching the sacred fire near the unhallowed dtar, sat three H' mene neophytes.

Wewrinkled our noses, for the dtar stank dreadfully. Then, with ahorrid shock, it cameto usthat it was
not the dtar we smelled! The neophytes were dead, bloated, and burst open!

Truly, Myrdhinn had said aright that the body could not abide the separation of the soul!



We passed down the side of the Egg. Houses on each side were blank and dark. No torches flared at
the outworks, but we could see a sentindl |eaning againgt the gateway, barring our path.

Myrdhinn led on. Wefollowed, to find that the man was not whole. His bones were dry and rattled when
hefdl.

And so we |eft that accursed city.

Now behind us, before we were far, began a shouting, but we were aready nearing the wooded land
beyond thetilled fields, and as we reached them, at Myrdhinn’ ssignd, alittle flittermouse came flapping,
eyed us evilly and went squeaking toward the city.

In the dusk we could see it take adirection that would bring it around the waking City of the Snake, and
as we disappeared among the trees, hurrying for our very lives, we heard the wind from nowhere, coming
over us hi agentle breeze, thefirst airy outriders of the fearful cavary of the ssorm which would follow to
devastate and destroy.

And thistime there would be no Myrdhinn to cdl off those trampling cataphracts of the gathering windy
legions

13
‘The Sonish Qiants and the
Jlying Heads

All that day we pushed toward the north, through the forest, beneath agray sky from which, toward
evening, alight snow came sifting down. By thistime we had | eft the large townswell behind us, though
we could see smoke rising hi many places, questioning and answering, as the word was passed along to
the scattered villages and the londly outposts, in hard-won clearings.

But these very messages defeated their own purpose, for the broken, puffing pillars of smoke showed us
the position of our enemies, and Hayonwatharead the sgnas and told us of the dmost total destruction
of the City of the Snake, and of how we were thought to have gone down theriver toward the south,
many coracles having been found to be missing.

Thismistake wasthe saving of us, for the forts along the northern frontier were lax in their night watch,
and we passed between them, so closdly that we saw the dying embers of asignd fire, with no one near
it, and dipped within the borders of the free Chichamecan wilderness, five and fifty fighting-menin single
file, making no more noise than so many foxes. And few as we were, Myrdhinn waswith us, ahost in
himsdf!

Toward morning, having marched twenty-four hours without food or deep, with short pausesfor rest, we
began to fed that we should be far enough from danger so that we might stop and recuperate. But
Hayonwathaled on astireless as ever, and seeing that our aged seer did not demure, we were shamed
and followed on, though dl our muscles complained, having softened during our imprisonment.

Just at daybreak, we came out upon the shores of asmal lake with awooded idand init. Here, under
instruction from our leader, we made rafts and piled upon them al our armor and gear.

These thingswe ferried over to theidand, while Hayonwathaand his ten men returned into the forest and
were gone along time, wiping out our tracks. Then they made fal se tracks and returned on the opposite
shore, blotting out their latest marks before they entered theicy waters and rejoined us, half dead from
the cold.



Nor could we make any firetill after dark, and then only the merest spark among anest of boulders
where every ray of light was deadened—and this of certain woods carefully chosen which gave no
smoke that might carry an odor to the shore. So, without supping,  we dept, and in the morning found
that any traces we might have |l eft were now securely hidden, for snow lay deep upon our brush shelters
and continued faling dl that day.

Thiswasfollowed by severely cold weether in which the lake froze over, except upon one side of the
idand for a space of about twenty feet where an underwater current rushed black and bubbling to the
surface. Here the fishing was very good. There were also hares in the groves and fat, warmly feathered
birds which could be easily captured after they had roosted for the night Y &, food for al of uswas not to
be had in sufficient quantity, and had it not been for the fortunate coming of anoble stag, with al his
retinue, to our retreat (having been pursued by wolves across the ice from the mainland), we should have
been forced to seek e sawhere for our living and this might have been our degths.

Twice we saw antlered Tlagpalico scouts, and once araiding-party going southward with scalps and
Chicha-mecan prisoners.

Before our meat was quite gone, Myrdhinn and Hayonwatha came to a decision and we moved onward
into Chichameca, crossing the deep snows by means of flat, oval boats fastened one upon each foot
whereby we did not sink into the drifts, these being made of interwoven withes and thongs and very light,
though hard to learn the practice and use, and the cause of much cursing and sore muscles.

At this period of the whiter season, the northern peoples seldom engage in any great amount of warfare,
owing to the difficulties of travel; so it seemed our best time for making a peaceful contact.

We met asmall party of Tlgpalicos and shot them down from among the treeswhile they lay in camp.
Welost none and released severa prisoners, al women, who fell upon their dead captors with reviling
and would have mutilated the bodies had we not interfered, athough Myrdhinn ordered the headsto be
cut off and brought with us.

Thiswas alucky meeting, for these women were of the People of the Hills, Hayonwatha stribe, and
some remembered his mother, Thiohero; so they willingly guided usto their people and saved ustwo
days journey. We made friends, became temporarily apart of the tribe and wintered therein stout log
houses, the village enclosed by a stout palisade though not aswell as othersin Tlapdlan.

We gave daily ingtructionsin the use of the bow, and these tall forest men became good archers, which
unproved their hunting and their chances of surviva in the grim fight for life againgt Nature and the many
enemies which surrounded and beset them continualy.

Aswinter wore into spring, Myrdhinn became more exclusive and harder to see.

He had smoked and preserved the Tlgpallican heads; now at nights he studied the stars, and daily he
busied himsdlf in ahouse reserved for his private use, from which came many evil smells and sometimes
colored lights and heavy choking smokes.

Often he held talks with Hayonwatha and the head men of thetribe, learning their legends, supertitions
and fears—planning his plans.

We became deeply attached to these People of the Hills and found them reverent of us at first, then
companionable and jolly when we knew them better, though we had yet to learn of their naturd ferocity
in battle.

We thought, one day in early spring, that time had come. The men began painting themsalves for war, the



young boys and youths emulating their elders, and kings sent word from the other settlementsto this
Onondaga village that the nation was to make ready.

But Myrdhinn interfered with this plan, and after along conclave to which he done of our company was
admitted, a short time elapsed and a party set out, well armed, but not painted for war, toward the
nearest community of traditiona enemies.

I, with ten armored Romans, was among them.

After days of travel, we gpproached with great caution the largest village of the Possessors of the Hint.
When far enough away to be sure that our activities would not be observed, we stripped the bark from a
large birch and made a speaking-trumpet longer than a man. Then, hi the dusk, we came to a spot near
the edge of the clearing where thisvillage lay. We set up the trumpet on atripod, and waited for
complete darkness.

When we could no longer seeinto the clearing, two of the swiftest young men seized four of the
preserved Tlapdlican heads by their long hair and made swiftly toward the village. Here they hurled the
heads, each grinning most ghastly because of its shrunken lips, over the palisade and ran back to usvery
quigtly.

This caused afaint buzz which was rising to a hubbub when our trumpet bellowed hi the night.
“Ganeagaono!” Hayonwathad s voice rumbled like an inhuman mongter.

“Possessors of the Hint! | am a Stone Giant! Harken to my council! Long have | dumbered in the hills
until my people should need me. | am your friend!

“The Hying Heads are gathering hi the forests and the mountains to devour the once mighty nation of the
Onguys. Tharon and the Sender of Dreams bade me rise and scatter them like crows from your
cornfields. They are too many for me aone!

“Ganeagaono! Continueto listen. | rose among their chattering council. They fled after breaking their
teeth upon my limbs of stone! They are mesting to eat you up, onelittle nation at atime, for thereisno
longer apowerful people to fight them away.

“Possessors of the Hint! Harken! Look upon the Flying Heads | struck down as they came to spy upon
your weakness and to listen on your rooftops as you plan to kill your brothers! Send your runners with
peace belts to the People of the Hills, at earliest dawn.

Set adate for apeace council. | go to warn the other nations. Y ou will meet them all a Onondagal“

The thunderous grumbling stopped. Myrdhinn gave me along tube and held acod of fireto its upper
end. Immediately sparks cascaded from it like afountain. | strode out into the open, and amoan of
terror, like wind among bare branches, swept that crowded pdisade, and aball of red fire shot from the
tube, high into the air, coloring me the hue of blood.

Strong men groaned hi awe. | was dressed in full armor, and, being well over six feet, must have
gppeared in that uncertain light far beyond natura stature.

| stood there amoment in ashower of sparks. Then | gave them the full Roman salute, turned as the tube
gpat out aclot of green flame, and hi that ghastly light re-entered the forest.

The fire-tube at once was extinguished.



Myrdhinn hugged mehi hisjoy. “Finel Fine!” he muttered. “Listen to that roar of utter terror! Now if the
others are only as successful.”

Hayonwathawas aready snapping orders, and guided by him we made our way back to our forest
town.

Other expeditions came straggling in. All had proven successful. The other four nationswere hi panic,
and by daylight runners came hi from those we had warned. A little later came emissaries from the Great
Hill People, and later still came messengers from the Granite People and the People of the Mucky Lands,
while the Onondagas, well schooled hi their lessons, met these panting peace-bringers with
wel-amulated terror of anight visitation which they pretended to have experienced themselves.

Back went the runnerswith a date for aconclave, and lessthan aweek later dl met at alakewhich al
desired, but which had been a battleground ever since the breaking up of the Qnguy nation.

And there they were met together, a great multitude, their smokes studding al the hills around the lake,
met hi mutua fear of animaginary enemy athough their one real and dangerous foe had not been enough
to cause them to combine.

From conced ment, we Romansin full armor marched forth, with Myrdhinn at the head in his ceremonid
robes, his sea-found headdress trailing long green feathers far down his back.

Now, at thissight amurmur of dismay ran through the host confronting us. Y et we could see that though
they were afraid (for at first sght we must have appeared like true sons of those rocky hills) at the clank
of our armor, they quickly recovered their naturd dignity and stoicism, for they are a people who teke
grest pridein preserving their composure, even under great bodily suffering.

Already they had so commanded their features that no look, even of surprise, betokened that our coming
was athing beyond then: experience. But nervous clutchings of hatched handles and knife-hafts, and
gloomy sares, showed us plainly that ther interest was precarious and the beautiful glen of Thendara
might once more become a battl efield.

We approached the assembled Onondaga nation. Fifty paces away, We halted. Myrdhinn advanced and
Hayonwatha came forward to meet him, bearing along, feather-decorated pipe, lit and smoking.

They went through a ceremonious ritua, during which we felt that those piercing eyes focused upon us
wererapidly learning that we were far more human than we bad &t first seemed.

Weadl became uneasy. At length, Myrdhinn spoke loudly:

“Men of the Onguys, order your women to put out your campfires!”
They eyed him in wonderment and he repested:

“Atonce. To thelast ember!”

Through the hogt, the striplings sped to the lake shore, to the hills. The many plumes of smoke thinned
and vanished.

“Asyou, on earth, blot out the many scattered fires that mark each separate family of the once powerful
Onguys, |, Tarenyawagon, blot out the Great Flame. Behold!*

He gestured toward the sky and a running sound of woe swept the throng. A black shadow was



impinging upon the edge of the sun!
Before their fear could turn toward thoughts of saving the sun by killing us, Myrdhinn raised hisvoice.

“Men of the Onguy Nation! | see before me many men. They look at one another in hatred and
suspicion, yet they are brothers. They are of the same color, they spesak the same language; among them
arethe same clans, the same societies; they like smilar foods, they play smilar games—they are
brothers.

“My sons: should brotherskill one another while the roof above their heads is burning from the sparks of
an enemy torch? Should brothersfight among themselves when then: father, their mother, their little
children are being led into captivity, or akeady suffer under the whip of their merciless captors?

" Continueto ligten, my sons.

“Y ou have an enemy at the door of every lodge— more treacherous than the tree-cat, more savage than
the bear, more to be dreaded than the hungry wolf pack. One man is helpless; one clan may strike and
run, but if dl the brothers hold together, they may drive the enemy from their doors!”

All the sun was now darkened but atiny edge, yet no one murmured or dipped away.

“People of the Granite, of the Gresat Hills, of the Mucky Lands! Look about you! Possessors of the Hint,
regard! Y our enemies are not the Flying Heads, nor are they men gathered here! Beside each of you
stands abrother to fight for you, to guard your back in battle. He will help and protect you, if you will do
the samefor him. Throw down your old black thoughts and let them mingle with the blackness that
shrouds us now.”

For dl the sun was completely blackened!

“Let one darkness blot out the other. Clasp your neighbor by the hand and let me hear you cal him
brother!”

That was an anxious moment. Myrdhinn had only short moments to complete hislong-considered plan
and it seemed that it was bound to fail, asthat assemblage stood peering at one another. Everything must
be over before the light reappeared or the people would redlize the event to be only anatura
phenomenon of the skies.

At length an old feeble king of the Nudawaono tottered toward the equally ancient long of the
Onon-dagaono and took his hand.

A great shout went up and the ferment of fellowship began to spread through the gathering.
Hayonwatha' s shell trumpet cut through the uproar and Myrdhinn spoke again.

“My children: Do not forget your present emotions. There will come to your minds grievances, old sores
not yet hedled by tune, new differences of opinion. Pass over them or let them be settled by your
councilors. Y ou have one great enemy—Tlgpalan!”

A mighty roar of fury interrupted him. Pale and anxious, counting the remaining seconds, he waited for
order.

“Continueto listen, my sons. Revere the aged, abandon them no longer to the beasts of the forest.
Congder them to be your charges, even asyour infants. Are you not better than the Mias, who regard an
aged person as merely abody to be mutilated for the glory of abloody god?

“Be kind among yoursalves, mercilessto your one enemy. So shal you find peace and become grest.



Thusyou shdl form aleaguein which you will know power, and in so doing you unitein planting a
four-rooted tree which branches severally to the north, south, east and west. Beneath its shade you must
gtinfriendship, if it isnot to befdled by your foes.

“Beneeth it dso you must erect amystica Long Housein thisglen, inwhich you al may dwell, and over it
will stland the mighty tree of the League as your symbol and your sentindl forever!

“I giveyou new firefor your hearthstone.”

He rapped the cod from the ceremonid pipe upon the ground. It Szzled, arunning serpent of fire darted
along the ground, a cloud of white smoke rose, there came a noise like athunderclap, and afew feet
away from the center of the cleared space in which seer and trumpeter stood, a bright red blaze sprang
up out of the ground.

And at that exact instant the bright edge of the sun reappeared!

“Light torches, return to your weik-waums and know this spot henceforth as the Place of the Council
Fire. Be Onguys no more, but call yourselves Hodeno-saunee, People of the Long House.

“I have spoken!”

He returned to our company, and in perfect unison we retired to quarters previoudy arranged for us by
the friendly Onondagas, while as we went we saw the throng pressing forward to secure the magic fire,
clutching brands, strips of clothing, or reeds.

Now, you mugt not think this speech changed hi aday al the harsh fedings of many years.

It was, however, the beginning of along council and there was wrangling and bitter words, but before
these bickerings could develop into redl trouble Myrd-hinn would thrust himsdlf into the talk and suddenly
argumentation was over before the participants rightly knew how difficulties had so suddenly become
ample

The council lasted four days. Myrdhinn was formaly adopted into the Nation of the Hint and given
important officein its councils, Hayonwatha a so was given the rank of Royaneh, or councilor, and had |
wished, | could have also been honored.

But | wanted none of this barbaric adulation, and indeed, Myrdhinn received it unwillingly, fearing it
would hinder hisown plansfor the spring traveling. For he was very anxious to be away toward the
south’ west, in search of the Land of the Dead.

Eventually the council broke up, with the result desired by dl. Five nations, each feeble by itsdf against
the overwhelming might of Tlgpallan, had now combined into agreeat forest power.

The lusty young giant stretched its muscles and desired war to test its strength, but its brains (fifty
Royanehs e ected by the people) bade it wait and bide its tune and grow stronger.

So, during the spring, the People of the Long House learned the use of the bow and became proficient
and dangerous. And in the last days of that season we determined upon araid upon the Miner’s Road
and possibly an attack on the frontier of Tlgpallan.

14 T™he <i3tiCantle of Arthur

Now, this so-cdled Miner’s Road was not redlly aroad at dl, being (from the habit of these peoplein
walking singlefile through the thick forests) a no place aong it more than afoot in width and narrowing



very often to become no wider than afew inches. Its depth aso varied, depending on whether or not it
passed over rocky ground or soft soil. Y et its whole length was well marked, well patrolled, and studded
with forts; for this hard-besten path connected the four centra cities, before mentioned, with therich
copper mines near the Inland Sea, and dong it, during the summer months, passed a stream of heavily
laden daves.

To us, thisseemed like along arm of hated Tlapalan thrust deep into the treasure chests of Chichameca,
and we resolved to bresk that arm, and if possible to stop this systematic looting.

So awar party marched: mysdlf, Hayonwatha, twenty Romans, eighty Hodenosaunee, dl conscious that
upon us rested the duty of proving to Tlapalan that a power hasrisen in the north. Myrdhinn, with the
rest of the Romans and two hundred of the People of the Long House, marched to seize the mines, while
other detachments headed, hi strength commensurate with the size of the fort they were to attack, for
each of the holdings along the Miner’ s Road.

My party had ordersto intercept and cut off, below thelast fortification, any party which might dip
through the line of communication with newsfor Tlapdlan. We wereto kill or take prisoner any small
party of troops coming to the aid of the forts, should Tlapalan be warned. We hoped that by night
attacks, dl forts might be taken before smoke signals could spread the news, for our strength was grest,
the woods full of our warriors.

Asamark of favor, before | left Myrdhinn called me aside and pressed asmall package upon me. |
opened it and thought he was joking, for the little box inside was empty.

Helaughed. “Fed within.”

| did s0 and was surprised to fed the fine texture of fabric, in which as my fingers quested they seemed to
become lost and my eyesblurred as | looked at my hand. Nor could | see the bottom of the box, which
puzzled me, it dso being blurred and wavering.

“That,” said Myrdhinn, “isapriceessrdic—the Mantle of Arthur.”

Then | understood. We al had heard of the robe which rendered anything benegth it invisible, but | had
not thought until then that it might bein our possession.

“Myrdhinn! Y ou have brought—7?’

He nodded. “ Aye. The thirteen precious thingswerein my great chest. Would you have had me leave
them for the Saxons?’

| smiled. “I supposethisisnot magic?’

“What ismagic?’ he said impatiently. “ Only something which the uninitiate does not understand. Thereis
nothing evil about it. Y ou need have no fears. Y ou will not be blasted. Tisbut asmplelinen robe
covered with black paint.”

“Black paint? Nay, seer, you jest. Thereis nothing black about it. It iswithout color.”

“Precisdly. Without color, because it has robbed the light which falsuponit of dl color, and in doing so
the various colors contained within light have canceled one another out, leaving nothing. Thus; it follows
that one can no more see the robe or what it covers than one can seelight itself asit passes through the
air; for light and the colors which compose light are absent, being fully absorbed by this absolutely perfect
black.”



| could not have shown much comprehension, for he muttered:

“Why waste words? Y ou are aman of war, | am aman of thought. We have nothing in common. Be off
thereforeto your killing.”

So with that for farewell, | took the soft cloth which | could not see or understand, stuffed it under my
loricaand marched away.

Now, for three dayswe lay in the hills overlooking the Miner’s Road, at our appointed place, and
nothing larger than tree-mice did we see, and our duty began to pall upon usall and grow very irksome.
On the fourth morning, it seemed to me that further inaction could not be borne, for beyond the hills
southward we could see the smoke arising from the City of the Snake and we yearned to strike some
blow that would hurt and harm.

| lay thinking. What could acompany so few aswe do against such amultitude? Too, we must not
disobey the orders of Myrdhinn and the Royanehs. The Miner’s Road must not be left unwatched.

Then | remembered the Mantle, where it nestled warm beneath my lorica, and suddenly aplan, grand
and dazzling, cameto me.

If we were to attack Tlapallan we needed strange and powerful arms, which would terrify our enemy
with their might. In the pits benesth the Egg lay the things we needed to cregte those arms—the clamps of
the arrow engines and the tormental The bronze clamps we could not make, owing to the death of our
smith and the lack of tin. (For even yet, we have found no tinin thisland.)

But I, under the Mantle of Arthur, could enter the gates and steal those clamps out of the pits, unseen and
safely too!

So, with five Hodenosauneg, | left the ten Romansin charge, and we six went over the southern hills. At
the edge of theforest nearest the city my followers bid themsalveswhile | donned the Mantle. The sight
of their erstwhile stern and impassive faces as they saw me fade from sight was worth remembering. |
thought they would turn and flee when they heard me speak from empty air, but though they wavered as
they would not before enemy actsor lance, they held firm and | |eft them there to think on the godlike
mysteries of white men and then: ways.

After nearly an hour’ s brisk walk, | passed by the outworks and entered through the open gates, though |
was obliged to wait alittle time, for there was acoming and going of many people, asthe fieldswere
being put in order for the planting season.

Secure hi my invigihility, | strolled amdng the buildings, many of which were newly built, showing the
damage done on the night of our escape. | spied out the strength of the city, and while | was amusing
mysdlf by caculating the thousands of people which it contained and mentally marking the weakest spots
in the palisade which spined the back of the WWoman-Snake, an accident imperiled the success of my
adventure and nearly cost memy life.

Around the corner of abuilding ran alittle naked reddish boy, hisface al onelarge grin at some prank he
had just played on some pursuing comrades. Head down, he hurled himself into my middle, dl unseen as
| wasto him, and we both went rolling.

My robe flew up above my knees, my hood came off my head and had he not been well-nigh stunned by
theimpact, | must needs have killed the child or have al my trouble go for nothing.

| had barely time to scramble to my feet, adjust my robe and hood, and stand out of the way when a



shouting pack of boys came and fell upon their fellow and bore him away, dizzy and sick.

After this| had no more inclination to roam aimlesdy, but made for the Egg, found the entrance to the pits
unguarded and soon came out again with three of the heavy clamps beneath my robe, which were as
much as| could handily carry.

When | arrived among my followers, | was hungry and ate a.cup full of teocentli med stirred into cold
water, whichisal we carry for rations when on ajourney, it being light and very nourishing, and it would
be avauable addition to the army commissariét.

Then | returned and made two more trips with clamps and on the third trip brought the last of them and
sometin from the Rrydwen’ s shegthing.

It was now darkening and | knew | could not make another journey before nightfal, but wished to bring
moretin while my luck still was good. The tin was worth more than gold to us, if we could discover hi
what proportions and in what manner we were to use it with the great supplies of copper which
Myrdhinn and his men must have taken in their assault on the mines. So | tempted Fortune, and found |
could not depend upon her fickle smile, asyou shdl see.

Returning, | had entered the crypt in amost absolute darkness and was fedling about for the pile of sheet
tinwhich | knew was there, when suddenly | felt myself seized by unseen hands. | surged away, heard a
ripping and suddenly | wasfree, but with the Mantle of Arthur stripped from me, without even aknifeto
protect myself against the armed men who crowded the place.

Luckily I was near the entrance. | dashed out, knocked over two men with torches who were hurrying to
shut the corridor gate, and was loose in the city, with the people aroused and hunting me, every gate
watched and with nothing open to mefor ahiding-place.

At firgt | madefor theriver. Itshigh bank was lined with torch-bearers, so thickly gathered that an ant
could not have dipped through. | headed back to climb the palisade.

Snesking in the shadows, | cameto alarge unlighted house of logs, toward the center of the city. Behind
me were anumber of people, though not intentionaly, for | knew | had not been seen. Another group
was coming toward me, ashort distance away.

What was | to do? Another moment and | should be within one of the two circles of light, or be seen by
either group againg the flares of the other as| tried to escape from between them.

| could not burrow into the ground or fly into the air. Then, as| looked up, an owl quitted the roof with a
screech, dazzled by the many torches, and sailed into the forest. The owl has been abird of evil omento
many, but | will forever blessthat one!

Thehint it had given mewas enough. In aningtant | had climbed up the chinks hi thelog wall, with
toe-tips and fingertips, and was comfortably ensconced upon the roof by the time the two groups met,
conferred and went upon their separate ways.

For the moment | was safe, but my Stuation was most precarious. At best | could remain there only until
daylight, and there were no indications that this relentless search would die down by then.

| was thinking what would be best to do, when aman came out of the house beneath me and walked
unsurely toward abench, groping about benegth it, till he came upon ajug of water, from which he drank
avidly asthough parched with thirst.

Again he groped, his hands before him, back toward the entrance. Thiswas strange in itself, for there



was light enough from the stars and distant torchesfor meto see hisface, so that he should be well able
to see where he was going. Then | saw with surprise that he was walking with his eyes closed. The man
wasblind!

Perhaps, anywherein the fest of the world, this would not have been peculiar. Even in Chichameca, there
were people who were blind, deaf or dumb. But here in Tlapallan he was afreek, for Tlapallan had no
usefor, or mercy upon, anyone who was handicapped by any affliction. Even among the ruling class of
the Mias, anindividua with an incurable disease was marked for degth upon the dtar of the Egg, whose
priests had never enough sacrifices stored below hi the pitsto satisfy Ciacoatl, called the Devourer.

Y ou can imagine what chance this blind- man, a Tlapdlico of the third generation removed from his
original dave parents as his garments proclaimed him, would have had if his blindness had been known to
the priests, whose pits were completely empty just now.

“Anywherethat is safe for you is safefor me, my friend!” | muttered to mysdlf, as| siwung off the roof
edge and dropped beside him. He whirled with alittle cry. | clapped my hand over his mouth and shoved
himinside out of thelight.

“Old man,” | said, fiercely, “your people are hunting me. If they find me here they will take you too and
we shdl both be skinned dive on the dtar. Do you understand my words?’

He nodded with vigor.
“Then hide mewherever you are yoursdlf hiding. Quickly!”

He led meto an opening in the floor and went down a short ladder. | followed, snatching a stone hatchet
from thewall. My lifewasin his hands, but he was equally at my mercy and | was younger and stronger
than he. As| reached the dirt floor, he ran,up the ladder like ayouth, and | was about to hurl the hatchet
when he pulled atrap-door into place and by pulling a cord drew a bearskin across the floor above.

And then we sat in the dark together and became acquainted.

He had not always been blind. In his youth he had been atrader, until captured by Chichamecans and
tortured by being forced to run between two long rows of barbarians armed with switches of thorn.

He had escaped, legped into ariver and floated to safety with his head hidden in a.clump of floating
weed, though grievoudy hurt. From astroke of thorn-bush acrossthe eyes or poison in theriver water,
hissght later had begun to fail, and he had stayed within the city with hisfamily, hiswife and their one
son, likewise married.

Hisfamily had dug this refuge beneeth their dwelling and herefor five years he had lived, quite bund, In
congtant dread of discovery, going outside only upon the darkest of nightsto taste the fresh air, when no
one he met could go about easier than himself.

Tonight, being left aone, the women helping in the search for me, histhirst had tormented him into going
after water.

Aswetadked, | learned that he had little love for Tlapalan and had enjoyed the freelife of aforest trader;
30 | made him the proposition that he should help meto escape and | in turn would secure him asafe
home among the Hodenosaunee, whose popul ation was growing through their practice of raiding lesser
tribes, taking captives and adopting them into their own nation with full rights of citizenship.

It gppeded to him, and later it gppeded to the women of hisfamily, and two dayslater, his son, returning
from aforest expedition, bringing furs, elk-teeth and shell beads, likewise favored the plan. He had heard



talk of agrowing power in the north and was clever enough to see that an ambitious man might help
himself mightily if dlied to anation whose sun wasrising.

The following morning was set for another trading-expedition, and with it thiswhole family planned to go,
the blind man and | to be robed as women who were passing through the gatesto walk alittle way with
then: men before bidding them farewell.

Thiswas the seventh day since the raid on the Miner’ s Road had begun. No copper had come into the
city and there was much talk and alarm because of this. Therefore a punitive expedition was being
planned, and hearing of this| wasfilled with fear lest trading-parties should be forbidden the forest. |
changed the plansto that night, and about the third hour after sunset, the young trader gathered hisdaves
(who weretotdly ignorant of our identity), and the blind man, hiswife, mysdf and the son’ swife, dl four
of us closdy muffled, approached the small gate at the Snake stall.

We might have known that there wasllittle hope of success, when both the city within and the forests
without crept with suspicion, when aspy had been known to enter the city, steal valuables and escape
safely, when no copper or messenger from any of twenty forts along the Miner’s Road had been seen or
heard from for aweek.

We should have redlized that amuffled person would be obviousy marked for ingpection, but we did
not, until aswe were passing out through atriple guard the blanket was twitched from the head of the
young wife at the same time as my own. My height, | suppose, gave us away, but the cry of the guard
told usal waslogt.

He swung at my head. | dodged, and my own hatchet split his skull.

Then we weredl running, wefive, through the stupid daves who were screaming benesth the knives and
clubs of the guards, without the least knowledge of why they were being killed.

Wewould certainly have been cut down had it not been for the heroism of the old blind man, who, after
we had passed unscratched through the gate, stopped and turned back, standing deliberately in the way
before five guards who were pursuing us with leveled spears and coming with great bounds. His body
barred the gate, and hefdll there, dragging with him those fearfully barbed spears which could not be
withdrawn, but must be cut away.

And in that moment of horror the whole sky burst into livid green and bloody scarlet! The women
shrieked and dragged at the hands of the young trader and mine. We looked back. Above our heads
drove awhistling arrow flight into the fighting mass at the gateway. All the world seemed dternately fire
and night. We staggered like pallid corpsesin the bloody rain of Judgment Day, and then ran on, they
obeying my sharp commands, straight on into the darkness from whence the fire-tubes hissed and spat.
Myrdhinn had come!

Some two hundred yards from the gateway we met ahost of archers, knedling and firing, by order, flights
of arrows which soared over the paisade into the city, barring any egress from the gate. Myrdhinn strode
forward from among them and took my hand.

“I havelogt the pricdlessMantle,” | said ruefully. “1 am ashamed. | have acted like achild.”
Myrdhinn clapped me on the back. He seemed in the best of spirits.

“Think no moreof it,” hesaid jovidly. *Y ou have given me something far more vauable. | wasthe child
that | did not ingst that we should bring the clamps and the tin on the night of our escape. | should have
foreseen their value, but that night they seemed no more than so much metal, and a hindrance to our



progress.

“My friend, we have them now to design others by! We have thetin for bronze-making, we have the
minesin which we can obtain the copper, and in seven days of fighting, Ghichameca has taken twenty
gtrong forts of Tlapallan and the Tlgpallicos within are either good reliable Hodenosaunee or are dead
mest.

“If necessary, we will go to the coast, make a ship, sail to the wreck of the Prydwen and get enough tin
to outfit with bronze clamps enough tormenta to build afence around Tlgpalan.

“Thesefolk arefighting-men. We can do anything now. Anything!”
He beamed upon his archers, like a hoary patriarch among his many sons.

“Very well, for thefuture,” | said. “But let uslook to the present. Shortly the Miaswill be sdlying out at
another gate. They will cut off our retreat.”

“Not so. Hayonwatha holds the gate at the Egg. The outworks are his. The other gateis held by ten
companies.”

“But we are not strong enough to take the city! They number thousands. The outlying villageswill be
surrounding us with men, if we do not make haste. We are deep within Tlapallan. For area conquest,
the small villages must first be taken and destroyed, their people driven into the main cities or cut up and
absorbed into our armies. They arefilled with daves, who fight now for the Mias, but who would gladly
fight for usif they had a chance of whining. We have here one city. If we take it too soon, welose
everything. The other three cities of Colhuacan, Miagpan and Tlacopan will march upon us and svamp us
with men! Where are our engines? Where can we find reinforcements?

“Chichamecais not united, but divided into hundreds of tribes who hate the Hodenosaunee as much as
they hate Tlgpalan. They must bewith usaso.

“Remember the extent of this Empire, the greatness of their holdings, then- thousands of temples,
then-many forts, the myriads of men who march at the command of the Mias! Be satisfied, Myrdhinn,
with what you have accomplished.

“We arelittle people. Let us become great before we seek our just vengeance!”
“Y ou are aman of war, Ventidius. Y our thoughts are wise. Trumpeter, cal hi the men!”

Harsh and loud the shell trumpet brayed acrossthe frantic city. Far beneath the other darting fire-bals
which marked the attagking-points, other trumpets answered. The din lessened, the fire-bals ceased their
dropping, though burning huts till reddened the sky, and Chichameca started home like a glutted besr,
leaving Tlapdlan to lick her wounds and mourn her lost copper mines.

Only once on the long trip back did Myrdhinn and | hold any conversation. During it, | said curioudly:

“Of course, | redize that the five men of my company, who were guarding the clamps, sent word back to
then: post, and | understand that their messenger met your men that were sweeping down from the upper
forts, so that, uniting, all the companies came down on the city. But how did you know | meant to escape
tonight, and how did you know a which gate | would be and a what time?’

Myrdhinn chuckled. “1 knew.”
“But how? How?’



A soft swishing passed overhead. | looked up and saw grest yellow eyes peering down upon me.
“Maybe the owl told me. Owls have areputation for omniscience, haven't they?’

And that was dl | was ever ableto learn. Myrdhinn aways loved amystery.
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We Seek the J*and of the T)ead

So we let timework for us, and constantly messengers ran the woods, carrying beaded belts
cabaigticaly embellished, each bead and little figure with its own important meaning, the only redl
language these many varioustribes of Chichameca havein common.

One by one, the tribes agreed to pacts binding them to strike when we struck, to wait until we were
ready, and the L eague that should one day strike Tlapalan to the heart grew stronger and more
dangerous.

The summer came and went, and Myrdhinn, | knew, was fretting to be off on hiswill-o'-the-wisp hunt
for the Land of the Dead.

Days grew colder; atang came into the ah-. Everything was peaceful and happy. Nothing happened to
disturb us. There had been no effort to capture any of the lost fortswe held, nor had any expeditions
been sent out to obtain copper or to punish Chichameca.

Then, one day, Myrdhinn’syouthful heart got the better of him and he rebelled openly againgt the
monoat-v ony of life.

He was going hi search of the Land of the Dead! He would solve the eternal mystery of Death! He
would call for volunteers among the men. Those who had not taken native wives would surdly come. As
for him, hewas going now! And hedid.

Out of thirty-seven Romans (thirteen had been killed during the various assaults upon the mines, theforts,
and the City of the Snake), twenty-one marched with Myrdhinn hi search for new adventure. The number
would have been even had | not made it odd. The rest had married among the Hodenosaunee, and were

va uable where they were, to further the work of the League.

Y ou can follow our route on the map, and you must not think that because | dwell not on the journey
itself, that it was alittle thing. We covered enormous distances that whiter. We even went beyond the
grasp of whiter itself and found green grass and flowers when the season caled for snow, but that isin
advance of thetde. First, to march southwest, we were forced to take coracles and paddle north! We
crossed abroad arm of the Inland Sea.

We climbed mountains, we forded rivers, we hunted and fished. We left mountainsfar behind usand
came to broad moorlands, veritable countriesin themsdves, peopled only by tremendous herds of wild,
hump-backed cattle, which might take aday or more to pass asingle point. The sound of their trampling
hooves makesthe air quiver and the ground tremble. Before them is grass, growing often taller than a
man; behind them nothing but hard-beaten earth isleft. Everything green and soft has been stamped into
the ground!

Their fleshisgood.

These vast moorlands, greater hi extent than Britain, we christened the Sea of Grass and journeyed on,
led by Myrdhinn’slittleiron fish, floated occasionaly in acup of water.



Now and then we met people, dirtier, less courageous, more dispirited than our sturdy alieswe had left
Small wonder, for these lands were the origind highway of the Mias when they came north from the Hot
Lands, and during their long wanderings the Mias had nearly depopulated the whole grass country. Only
scattered individual s had been overlooked who had since coaesced into families and groups, and were
trying the hard business of becoming tribes and nations again. The ambition seemed hopeless, for they
told us the moorlands were often raided.

But to the southwest (Myrdhinn started) was a nation which had never been defeated, they told us.
Attacked in their 1ake country of Aztlan, beyond usto the north, by avastly superior force of Mias, they
had refused to become Tlapallicos, had beaten off their attackers and quitted their beloved country to go
south.

What had become of them? No one knew, but raiding parties of Tlapalan had gone after them and had
returned fewer in numbers and seeming discouraged. Some parties had never returned.

Could we go westward? Certainly not! Therelay mountains, high, unclimbable, where no man might go
and breathe. Beyond them the sun went to deep each night, there he would one day goto die.

And there, if thereisaland of the Dead, it must surely lie, for we have searched everywhere el se that
we can and have not found it.

We went within, Sght of the mountain foothills and turned south, thinking that we might cometo an end of
the immense range and go around it. Possibly thereis such aroute, where one may stand upon Earth’s
Brink and look over the edge, but we were turned aside.

We cameto aland of sand, heat, no rain, few springs, filled with thorny, leafless trees, bulbous and
strange. We saw reptiles, by one of which acomrade was bitten and died in great pain. We fought out of
it, dmost dead for want of water, decided we could not crossit and turned eastward to go around i,
afterward returning south.

Then we arrived in aforbidding land of rocks and great gullies, eaten deeper than one can seeinto the
bowels of the earth by riverswhich flow so far below the observer that although he can seethe glint of
sunlight upon awave if thetime of day beright, he can hear nothing of the tumult which rages below.

A drangeland, thisland of Alata. Init are many marvels.

Y et even herein the scrap hesp of al the world, the black thregt of Tlapallan lay like a curse over the
doughty folk who had the hardihood to carve out homesin the very rocks.

For some time we had been following signsthat told us of alarge company of men ahead, and had
thrown out scouts to protect us from asurprise.

Now, onein advance hurried back with the word that far ahead he had heard sounds of strife; so with
bows strung and ready we pushed cautioudy on, following aong the bottom of adeep, dry gully.

Before we expected to discover anything, we heard war-cries and around abend in the gorge saw a
fierce conflict a some distance.

We behedld, carefully concedled as we were, an encampment of Tlapallicos at the dead end of the way,
and high above was an odd fortress-home—a great house set in a deep recess of the almost
perpendicular cliff. Smoke was curling from its jagged rooftop from many kitchenswithin its more than
two hundred rooms.

Its terraced parapets were dark with people, shouting and brandishing spears.



Above them, an outthrust of the upper tableland overhung like abroad lip of stone, shielding them from
any boulders, though the Tlapallicos had made this protection amenace, for now it held back vast
volumes of choking smoke, from fires of green wood and wet leaves below, which the wind blew directly
into the hollow.

Through this choking cloud, massive sones were plunging down from battlements and towers and the
Tlgpalicos climbing the cliff were having trouble. The beseged had drawn up the ladders connecting
sections of the path, leaving scarcely a handhold between.

Indeed, some of these intervening segments had been previoudy polished to a glossy smoothness by
those who congtantly stayed at home—the cripples, oldsters, children and women.

Furthermore, the warriors stoutly contested the way, hurling spears and doubleheaded darts, while their
women poured down boiling water, sand, ashes and hot embers to torment their enemy.

Y et, far to one side, untouched and hidden by smoke from those above, aline of Tlapallicos was
creeping up from cranny to cranny, connecting various shelves and footholds with |adders, the whole
gring of them glittering, with their accouterments of micaand burnished copper, until it seemed thet the
symbolical Snake of Tlapdlan had come dive and was dithering up the cliff wall to engorge those hapless
dwellers. And we could seethat if matters continued asthey were, fight as sturdily asthey might, the end
could be only davery and deeth for the cliff folk.

Secure for the moment in our concealment, we held conclave and decided to interrupt, for as Myrdhinn
gated, “We could not live by oursaves forever, but must find friends or make them, in thisinhospitable
land, and whom better could we trust than implacable enemies of our own foes?’

Then, wedl agreeing, | cried, “Let usprove, first, that we are friendly!”

And we stood up among the encircling boulders, in which we had lain like chicksin anest, and our long
bows twanged.

Asthough this had been asigna, the wind changed and drove the smoke swirling down upon the
attackers, and above, on the highest ladder, we could see the antlered men toppling, faling, impaed by
arrows, striking the ladders below, sweeping their comrades to death.

A great cry of amazement burst from the defenders and they saw our armor dlitter, and beheld for the
first time the swift execution of arrow play. But we had no time for them. Without hesitation the
Tlapallicos hi the encampment wheeled about and rushed upon us.

We gave them three flightsinto the thick of the ranks, but with no dismay they legpt the bodies of their
dead and came on. Further shooting was impossible. We threw our heavy lances, and hurling their
hatchets hi return, they drew long knives and we closed.

Luckily for usthat we were armored men! Fortunate we, to have learned our work in astern school.

Back to back, we twenty met seven score, even Myrdhinn laying about him manfully. Then: only shields
were the soft copper breastplates and the many copper bracelets upon their arms from shoulder to wrist,
fit protection perhaps againg atlatl dart and stone knife, but our good edges cut through them like cheese.

An officer hurled himsdf upon me. | dashed through *

his bead insignia, when my shortsword struck between neck and shoulder. Heféll. Others came, and
others.



My fingerswere dippery with blood. | struck till my arm wearied. | could not see how my comrades
fared.

Faces came a me, howling. They went down. More faces, furioudy contorted, behind them, came
forward.

The sword twisted in my hand. | could not tell if 1 was striking with theflat of it, or the edge.

My muscleswere cramped with killing, and till they came. 1t seemed that al Tlgpalan was hurling itself
upon us.

Suddenly the faces were gone. | blinked. My helmet was gone, my forehead was wet, my head one grest
ache. | wiped the moisture out of my eyes. It wasred. Half my right ear was shorn away.

Then there were howling faces before me again. | raised my sword, like asatwin to those that carved
out the Roman Empire, and would if the gods willed carve out another here. It Sew from my wet fingers.
| heard alegionary cry, “Friends, Varro, friends!”

My vision cleared. | saw the Tlgpallicos running like deer, saw them legp, and bound, and fal, saw cliff
dwellers meet them with ax and club, and hurry on. And | beheld the fighting women of the rocks
finishing those that still moved, dying, but too proud to moan for mercy, glaring without fear into the eyes
of those who widlded the knife; and | said hi my heart, Britain could be retaken with bravery like that.

And Myrdbinn went forward in hiswhite robes, al dotted with red crosses, and made friends for uswith
the Elders of Aztlan.

And they named him in their language Quetzal coatl, the Feathered Serpent, because of his beautiful
feathered headdress, and dso for hisguile, giving him credit for causing the wind to change which was
choking them with smoke; and we entered into then* airy castlewith dl the pomp and adulation which
deitiesmight receive.

Now we had another language to learn, thistime without much difficulty, for they were eager to teach that
they might learn what manner of people we were. Although the words were dissmilar, the sentence
structure of the Mias was much the same as their own, which wasahelp to us. Also, during the various
impacts of Tlgpalan’s culture upon them, they had learned afew words that we also knew.

Besides, their women, who in their society had equd rights with the men, took us over and made us
com-fortablein their homes, treating us like kings, and we learned more than afew words from them.

Thefirst | learned of the Azteca speech was the name of the very lovely and lovablelittle lady who eased
my pain and brought mefood as| recovered quickly from my head woundsin that dry, clean air.

Gold Hower of Day, her parents had christened her, or aswe might say Aurora, not half so musicaly
right for thisddightful girl.

Inashort time | was up and about, and by then among us al we had learned considerable, which we had
shared aswe' d learned it.

Wewerein the city of Aztlan. Lessthan five miles away was another city, Azatlan. But between them
was a hideous country, al up and down over naked rock and deep gullies, so that one city was very little
help to the other hi case of trouble.

“Wemugt changedl that,” | said one night to my companions.



“Why?" asked Myrdhinn. “We are not planning to stop here long, are we? Shall we not push on to the
land of our search?’

| turned to the rest.

“What shal we do, comrades? Waste our lives hi afruitless hunt for amythica land, or make anation
here?’

“Remain!” they chorused.

“Myrdhinn,” | said, “with magic and guile you made anation in the north. The destruction of Tlapdlanis
my oneaminlife. Let the Godslisten! | solemnly vow never to rest until | have built anation hi this
southern wilderness, that working hi unison with your own nation will crack Tlapalan like anut between
hammer and sone. And hereisal the magic | shal use!”

| legpt to my feet, swept out my sword and kissed the blade.
“| swear it on the cross of the sword. Who takes that vow?’
[1] I ! ”

“And 1" They dl gathered around.
Myrdhinn smiled—haf humoroudy, haf ruefully.
“And 1, | presume, must bow to the will of the mgority? After dl, | supposeit isthe better way.”

So the search for the Land of the Dead ended with our advent among the cliff dwellers, though, as
Myrdhinn learned, they too had legends concerning amystica country, Mictlampa, “wherethe sun
deegps,” from whence (aland of seven dark caves) they believe they origindly came“up from below” to
arr and sunlight and happier life, but to which, after death, the souls of good and bad dike must return.

Almost every tribe and clan, at least in this section of Alata, hasits own distinct legend, but al agreein
the important belief that they came " up from below.” And we too have cometo believe that somewhere,
possibly inthisvicinity, lies an entrance to someinner world far beneath our feet. Perhaps the ancients
wereright in locating Hades at the core of earth.

But we have not hunted, nor have we any intentions of doing so.

Instead, we built anew Rome, in little, among therocks, building it in spirit and ambition instead of
marble and gold. All that can come later—was not the real Rome once ahuddle of huts?

After my illness, first looking about me, thisiswhat | saw:

A collection of some thousands of barbarians with only the beginnings of a culture and practicaly no
religion. They revered the spirits of dain animas and saw hi themsalves akinship to the beastsl Also, their
implements of agriculture were crude and few, and their very wegpons dmost worthlessin comparison
with ours.

Tlapalan had stunted their growth, stultified their culture, hindered their natura abilities and kept them
high hi the' rocks lest they should utterly perish—but like an eaglet in its eyrie, whose flashing eye
proclaimsits proud heritage, the bold, free manner of these Azteca spoke of dauntless courage that
laughed at fate and any that might attempt oppression.



Tlgpdlan's hatred for free communities had bred in this small people a determination to fight until death
for their freedom. They needed only the right leaders— and we had come!

Looking on them in my illness, | dreamed and planned, and when | had mastered their tongue and had
obtained the consent of the Elders| began to go among the young men of both the cities, selecting,
marshaing, drilling—training them with the bow and shortsword.

Before us, in Alata, the sword had been an unheard-of thing, its place being taken by long knives, short
javelins or the massive club; though the throwing-hatchet was no weapon to be despised.

But now came anew and ghastly weapon, asword in name, but what asword! Of wood it was, short,
heavy, saw-edged on both sides with sharp jagged fragments of volcanic glass, a merciless wegpon. |
chuckled to myself when | considered the fedings of afoe which for thefirst time saw asword-using
people, fired with ambition and the lust for empire, rushing to closein upon thefield of battle.

To each of my companions | gave the command of a company and one proud day saw march in review
before the gathered Aztecawives, families and Elders, ten centuries of martid youth, fully equipped.

The next day wives and sweethearts, dry-eyed and brave, bade farewell to their men as they marched
out into the wastelands upon the long road to conquest, assimilation of the conquered and eventua
empire. The eaglet chick had broken from its shell! Simultaneoudy with the peoplein generd, from
priests ordained by mysdlf (who know nothing of priesteraft), was being preached anew religion, worthy
of afighting people, the children of Degtiny.

| gavethem Ceres, Lucina, Vulcan, Hora, Venus, Mars—all the gods of old fighting Romethat | could
remember, and said no more about Rome' slater deca-dent faith than | could help. Myrdhinn preached
them love, charity, dtar offerings of fruits and flowers—all the weak things that made Rome lose Britain.

He introduced the Mass, to the best of his ability, using a paste of mea and milk as his best substitute for
the Hogt, but for such folk as these were becoming such thoughts seemed too mild, and at the offerings of
jubilation upon our safe return with captives, converts and booty, | saw blood mixed with the meal
instead of milk, though Myrdhinn looked €l sawhere and pretended not to see.

Thefolk took my remembrances of early faiths as new and divine revelaion. They found their own names
for the deities| had given them, and soon each had his or her own following, tended by priestswho
apparently rose from the ground, so soon they came into being.

Since my little legion had learned the new technique of making war, the world seemed too small for it and
any enemies, no matter how far away these enemies might be. They had won a battle on unfamiliar
ground and they thought themsalvesinvincible. Congtantly they begged meto lead them against new foes,
and | confess| wasvery willing. Fighting was my profession, my very Me.

We marched again. Again we returned hi triumph from foray after foray, incorporating into our growing
empire communities which had dwelt gpart for hundreds of years scarcely knowing one another’ s names.
Asold enmities died, the little communities|ost those names and became brotherly under compulsion
under Aztec banners and governors.

The priests were busy from sunrisetill late a night, prosayting, converting, ordaining missonariesfor far
villages, describing their new deities from colorful, fantastic and fertile imaginations. My poor powers of
picturing heavenly attributes were far outstripped.

| shall not forget the surprise | had when, returning from along campaign in the Land of Burned-Out
Fires (ahideous, twisted country of ancient volcanic lands, cursed with eroded lavaand amost devoid of



comfort),
| was met at the edge of our territory by adeputation of priests, bearing an effigy, easy to recognize.

It was mysdlf life-size, clothed in mimic harness, with lorica, shortsword and helmet dl completein
featherwork, cleverly and beautifully done. | chuckled to mysdlf when | was done, to see how worship
was being shyly tendered to mein person, agrizzled, scarred, leather-and-iron centurion of Rome. Was|
to become aliving god—I, who had brought into being so many imaginary ones?

Gold FHower of Day (I dwdt with her family) brought me as offering, after the next morning med, a
handful of humming-birds festhers, highly prized among these smplefolk, for they arerare hi the rock
valeysowing to ascarcity of flowering shrubs.

Touched by this evidence of thoughtfulness and devotion, | looked upon her with new eyes, and to
preserve her gift | tucked the quills under one of the metd strips on my loricaand for some days wore
them there as | passed among the people. Often | caught dy glances upon my decoration, but thought
nothing of it until one day Gold Flower of Day came and humbly begged me to permit that she sew on,
with new thongs, some of the plates that had been partly torn away hi the last campaign. Naturaly, | gave
my consent.

Judge of my surpriseto find, onitsreturn, every tiny particle of that old battle-nicked lorica completely
hidden by agorgeous and shimmering shirt of feather-work, sawn upon abacking of soft doeskin, inthe
most fantastic and beautiful pattern, and entirely done in feathers of the humming-bird.

All the villages subject to the twin cities had been raided by fast runnersto produce feathers for that
offering. It was my reward for making men out of those secluded cave-dwellersand it was agift fit for a
Caesar! Surely not even old Picus himself ever beheld such agarment! | walked resplendent among the
people, and was very proud, but not nearly as proud as the devoted eyes of Gold Flower of Day told me
that shefdt, when

| thanked her and taught her the meaning of akiss, for | knew that the thought was hers.

Then one day adeputation of the Elders waited upon me and with solemn ceremony in their pit-temple
below the floor of their cavern home they christened me anew “Nuitziton” or Humming-bird, aname
which dipped far more easily from their .tonguethat it did from mine; but | grew accustomed to it after a
while and cameto favor my Aztec name, though never did | forget that | was a Roman.

Inaction irked me, and | was plagued by the goad of ambitious dreams. We marched again, in search of

new conquests, but before left | dipped the gorgeous tunic over the head of that effigy of mine, making
the other featherwork look tawdry in comparison, and | promised the priest, whose care it was, that the
circle of conquest | had begun should be broadened until we had scured enough feathers of the Nuitziton
to cover the effigy completely.

That began the long-protracted War of the Humming-birds Feathers against the southerly, powerful,
Toltec nation, which campaign lasted two long years, covered uncounted miles of territory and added
thousandsto my rule.

At the end of thewar, my power was more than Myrdhinn's. The Aztec nation was drunk with the
bloody wine of repeated success. They al but forgot the teachings of the one they had first revered as
their savior, and whom hi gratitude they had christened Quetzal coatl. With never asingle gppedl to
sorcery, | had become their one undisputed leader.

Our people, by absorbing subject villages, had enormoudy outgrown their cliff homes and many dwelt



below on the floor of the gorges, wherever could be found sweet water and tillable lands; for much of the
water hereabout is oddly colored, and death to the drinker.

At last came aday of celebration for the vast multitude which caled itsef Aztecan. It wasthe day upon
which, in atemple erected for the occasion, | placed the last feather upon the head-band of the effigy,
and saw that upon the entire figure there was no particle, however smal, of the origind substance that
could be seen.

From the assemblage rose such a shout that dl the mighty cliffs roundabout echoed and re-echoed.

Then advanced Myrdhinn himsdif, kindly enough, but ave-inspiring in hiswhite robes of ceremony,
crowned with hisrituaistic headdress of the Quetza bird.

He placed hiswithered, wrinkled hands on my head in benediction, and said:

“Ventidius Varro, soldier of Rome, shipmate, leader, hope of this budding Aztec nation, hi accordance
with the expressed desire of their chosen religious leaders here gathered | give you your new name
before dl the people. Forget the name of Ventidius and that of Nuitziton, and henceforth be known to all
men as Huitzilopochtli—God of War!”

He paused, smiled alittlewryly, then:

“Hall, living god!” said Myrdhinn to me (standing there, abashed, knowing him to be far the better man,
and feding mysdlf atraitor worse than Judas, hi the respect that | had stolen his power and authority),
and bowed his hoary head hi salutation. And al the people shouted!
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nIXCyrdUnn's “Messenger

Not asyet had | breathed to these people my hope of hurling the consolidated tribes against the might of
Tlapallan, the hereditary oppressors of avast country, so far as history goes among men who have no
written language and preserve memories from one generation to another by painted pictureson skinsor a
paper made from reeds.

Nor, since our coming, had any raiders attacked the cities of Aztlan, though occasionally our war-parties
had met theirs, hi the Debatable Lands, a country of hunger, devoid of water and nourishment, which
formed our best barrier against Tlgpallan’s power.

Here, warriors fought to afinish, and sometimes survivors came to us with news of victory, and
sometimes the news was borne to the Four Cities of the Mias, but neither sde carried word of defedt.

The defeated party enriched the bellies of the wolves and wild dogs, for on that side were no survivors.

Tlapalan knew of our growing power. The Debatable Lands swarmed with their spies, who now and
again came sneaking among us. Some went back and took with them the news that everywhere we were
arming; took with them, too, our knowledge of the bow, so that had Tlapallan been ruled by aman with
vison instead of the lecherous son of the former Kukulcan, who now held thet titlein hisfather’ s place,
the end might have been very different. But stubbornly clinging to tradition, he kept to the atlatl, and when
the time came, we, far out of range, laid his soldiers down like rows of teocentli.

After three yearsand ahalf of battling hi the southwest, | now began to see my way clear to the fulfillment
of that vow | had made in the filthy reeking enclosure upon the Egg.



| could look about me from the tableland, far as eye could see, and dl about stretched aland | might call
mine. Mine by conquest! Southerly, near abroad shdlow river, was alied to us by force the country of
Tolteca, which | knew would march anywhere & my will, were | to point into the grinning mouths of
Cerberus.

At last, speeding toward me with every sunrise, every sunset, | could sense the coming of that day when
upon the ramparts of Azatlan | could give the word, and

Aztlan would march, in unison with Tolteca, upon the last greet foray which would settlefor dl time
whether Aztlan or Tlapalan should rulethis continent.

Yet | was not happy as| had expected to be. | brooded, life seemed miserable, | did not know what |
lacked. Great aims had lost their fascination. Had | spent too much timein war? Had killing hardened my
heart so that all el se seemed worthlessto me?

| leaned one night upon the rampart, looking easterly, thinking of the countless miles of land and sea
separaing me from my British home, feding weary of life.

Thelight of noonday, by reflection, floods the walls of these ramparts, penetrating the deep recesses of
the cave, but asthe sun sinks, adark shadow creeps across the cavern front and the ulterior isin gloom.
A similar blackness had come over my spirit

Toward what were my struggles tending? Could any part of my dreams come true? Could | seize abit of
these tremendous lands to cal it permanently Roman, and carve out a haven for the stricken empire
Myrdhinn epictured to me from his greater wisdom?—a haven for Rome to occupy and colonize and
create from ruins of empire, agreater Rome that could never perish?

| had dared to dream that | could mold the future; that | could create a far-flung kingdom, knit together
by roads after the pattern of Rome, crowded aong al their length by marching men, traders, priests,
merchants, pilgrims, with fast runners threading the throng, bringing news, taking messages, and
somewhere at the center—mysdlf, alittle Caesar who might grow huge enough to stretch a helping hand
across the seas to succor my homelands in some hour of great need.

Now that it seemed success was amost within my reach, ambition had died in me. What did | lack, when
everything was mine?

Lost in my disma musings, | felt atimid touch upon my arm. | looked down. Beside me, eyes demurely
downcagt, as behooves amaid, stood my dainty Gold

Flower of Day, and smiling upon her | knew beyond doubt why my life was empty and gray.

| threw my robe around her shoulders and kissed her, long and sweetly, and lgpped in the protection of
my robe we went in to her family. Thus smply were we betrothed, and on aday of feasting and jubilation
she became my bride.

No luckier man than | ever trod the earth, | know, and none ever knew alovelier lady. For lady shetruly
isin her own way, nor need give oneinch of precedence to talented, cultured Roman matrons. Sheisa
very rea help and encouragement. | respect and honor my ruddy, warm-hearted Gold Flower of
Day—barbarian!

To her belongsthe credit for the rest of my achievements. Power had turned to ashesin my mouth. She
gavelife new zest. | went on. She had faith in methat never failed, and | could not betray it.

A long peace followed the subjugetion of Tolteca, during which I made known my plansfor theinvasion



of Tlapdlan, which planswere polished and considered in many assemblies. Then it wasdrill, drill, drill,
until the lowliest legionary understood the work he wasto do aswell as any veteran might. Instead of
centuries, my fellow wanderers had come to command cohorts, sturdy and strong, armed with spear,
bow and sword, protected by shields of stout wood and hide, their bodies covered by thickly padded
cloth armor, agood substitute for metal when used only againgt atlatl darts.

It was thus that they passed before Myrdhinn and mein review upon aday of joy and celebration, and
Myrdhinn, gazing at the stern host marching by in perfect unison, every man' s accouterments exactly like
hisfellow’s, every stride in time with abooming snakeskin drum, every spear danted aike down the
wholeline, sad, “Y our Eagle of Aztlan haswhetted hisbeak until it issharp.” And then, reflectively:
“Have you decided what you will name the boy?’

Just then, the Signifer passed, holding on its pole the old and battered Eagle of the Sixth Legion, Victrix,
and staring hard at thisrelic bobbing proudly above the strangely resurrected ghost of the old legion, |
thought to mysdlf that this new legion might yet know the glory of the old, and answered:

“Y ou yoursdlf have named him. Gwachmai, he shdl be caled—the Eagle. And may he have an eagle’s
soirit!”

So he had, for he crowed and smiled in the arms of his mother’ s mother, to see the martial panoply of
two legions marching by on the long road to Tlapallan. At last we were on the way, marching out under
banners, leaving the old and the halt behind with the women, to care for the children who were too small
for war.

Everyone else followed the bronze Eagle of the Sixth—seven thousand Aztec fighting-men, and closely
behind came dmost as many from Tolteca.

We won through the moorlands, in early springtime, very sweet and beautiful with flowers, and | led my
little nation, for athough it was meant to be afighting unit, we were laden with packs of provisions, and
many terge dogs (our only beasts of burden) were also laden with packs of dried meats and other foods.

Also, most of the able-bodied women had refused to be separated from their men during a struggle for
freedom which could end only in the total destruction of one or the other side, and had accordingly
chosen to .come with usto live or die as need be. So the array looked much more like amigrant people
than an army, and in it was my own Gold Hower of Day.

The journey was far more difficult than our westward crossing had been, for now we were many mouths
and the season was too early for the large herds of wild cattle. Such scattered game as we sighted had
generaly scented the strong odor of the coming man-herd and wasin flight before we were near enough
to shoot.

Y et, by frequent halts, camping until hunting-parties could press on ahead and kill game, we managed to
keep lifein us. We were helped by those londly moor wanderers who skulked in the high grass, in
congtant dread of Tlgpallan’s dave-raiders. When they were convinced of our friendliness, they joined us
with dl their knowledge of hunting-grounds and hiding-places. Without their guidance, we might easily
have failed to win through unperceived, aswe did amost to Tlgpallan’ s borders, without the loss of a
snglesoul.

A week’ s march from dangerous territory, in a pleasant place of smal lakes and marshes, giving us hope
of good hunting among the beasts and waterfowl, besides excellent fishing along shores quite
unfrequented, we threw up an earthen fort, its ramparts crowned with an agger of stakes and thornsand
circum-vallated by adry ditch.



We dug wolf-pitsin every direction surrounding, al carefully covered, with sharp stakes at the bottom;
and leaving me and my nation in safe seclusion, Myrdhinn with afighting-force of twenty picked men, five
Romans and a moorman guide set out on along journey around the frontier of Tlgpallan, in order to
reach the Hode-nosaunee and find out how that folk were faring after our long absence.

Now | was soleruler indeed, and my first orders were for the congtruction of afiring-platform for a
ballistaat each corner of our four-square fort, and these were built and placed in position.

Admittedly they were crude, being built entirely without metd, the abbsence of clamps being rectified by
many wrappings of green hide, well shrunken into place. | had little hope of any efficient marksmanship
with any such rickety engines, but | did count heavily upon their astonishing effect upon an enemy, for
they were anovelty in thewarfare waged in Alata. | surmised that before the ballistas were racked to bits
the enemy would have fled.

My crews of engineers became proficient in their duties and we combed the country for suitable stones
without Sight of enemy scouts, finding the days very dull, for three long months. Our occupationswere
exercisgng, hunting and drilling, for every day we ex-pected to be discovered and besieged, and here
were many mouthsto feed and undi sciplined tempersworn raw by constant association ingde strait
wdls.

However, we remained concedl ed, thanks to broad and nearly impassable forests which separated us
from Tlgpallan, though our position was especidly happy, in that none of their highways (the large rivers)
ran very near to us.

While we regained strength, greet events were taking place in the North. Myrdhinn and histiny force
skirted safely the farthest outposts, again crossed the Inland Sea, and came to the log towns of the
Hodenosaunee, where he was warmly greeted by that stern but honorable people, who never forgot a
friend or forgave an enemy.

Once more they met our Roman companions, now true sons of the forest, skin-clad, painted in the
manner of their nations, most of them fathers of little Hodenosaunee, but till Roman enough at heart.

While we adventured, our friends had not been idle in preparations. Myrdhinn found the copper mines
gl £eld by the forest men, and learned that the twenty forts which protected the Miner’ s Road had
never been retaken. A great store of copper had been dug and hidden away and was available for use.
The frontier had moved south!

Myrdhinn’ sfirst action was the setting up of smelters and forges, where, after bitter failures, afair bronze
was at last produced, though not of the qudity to which the Sixth had been accustomed.

Once they had determined upon the proper mixture of the copper and tin, molds were made from the old
clamps taken from the Prydwen, which had cost so many lives and so much toil to recover. Then other
clamps were made, enough to outfit agreet battery of balistas and tormenta; and with the remaining tin,
pilum-heads were made, with bronze points and shanks of soft copper, so that in use the shankswould
bend and droop, weighing down whatever shield the lance-head might be fixed within.

So departed the shining glory which had made the Prydwen aqueen among ships, and her spirit entered
the ruddy metd of Tlapalan to makeit strong enough to bring new glory to Rome.

The heat of early summer lay upon our fortified camp. We lay and panted and tried to deep in our close
quarters. At intervals came the challenges of the sentries, with the usua answer, “All iswel.”

Y et something in the dark of the moon came over the walls, avoided the sentries and came into my



bedchamber. | saw the movement of it against the dimness of the door opening. | heard the scrape of its
claws running at me over the hard earth. | first supposed it to be one of the dogs that frequented the
camp; yet hi Szeit was smdler than any of those. Then, thinking it to be atree-cat from the forest, mad
for food, | cast ashort javelin which dwayswas close to my hand in those days. | heard asavage yell,
like nothing of earth; something struck me violently on the chest and the opening was darkened again as
the creature spread broad wings and soared away.

Then there was aclamor from thewal! One of the sentries, atall moorman, came howling down.
“Puk-wud-jee! Puk-wud-jee!” he cried, in great fear, and told how its round yellow eyes had shriveled
hisvery soul asit had sailed above him while he' d walked hisround.

Questioning him, | learned that hi the belief of his people, a Puk-wud-jee was a small woods-demon,
sometimes friendly, but more often inimica to man. It was dways upon the dert for an opportunity to
stedl aman-child from its cradle board, that the baby might be fed enchanted food to causeit to shrink hi
Size and grow to become a denizen of the wood.

He assured mein al seriousnessthat such things were of constant occurrence, and furthermore should
thismischievous f be seen hi itstrue shape (for it often smulated the gppearance of some common
animal to further itsevil designs), it inevitably brought desth to the beholder. Nor would he describeit to
me, being in grest terror lest what he might say would aso bring the curse upon me that he felt would
assuredly be hisbane. So | sent him to his quarters and had another guard posted in his place and
returned to my own couch, smiling, for the thought now came to me of the great-eyed owl which | had
seen before on two critical occasons—once as| had lain in peril upon aroof in the City of the Snake,
and once after my rescue as we' d retreated, though hi amanner victors, from that place of blood.

And | suspected that thisvisitor of the night had brought some news from Myrdhinn, or betokened his
nearness, and entering my own quarters | found that the former was the truth. Before arushlight sat Gold
Flower of Day, hi her cotton nightwear, puzzling over the unfamiliar Ltin letter which she had removed
from abronze cylinder that this creature had hurled at me beforeit had fled.

So | hurriedly smoothed out the scroll, and forgot the sentry and hisfears, which was unjugt, for at that
moment he lay with his own stone knife embedded in his heart, though no one knew it till dawn.

It read:
To Varro, Legatus of Aztlan, from Merlin Am-brosius, Imperator; greeting.

The People of the Long House await the new moon, to march upon the City of the Shake. Runners
have spread the word among the tribes of Chichameca, to roll down upon the frontier forts, from
the Inland Sea to the Mica Mines. The kings have agreed to attack on that date. Follow the plans
we arranged. Take the fort at the junction of therivers, garrison it, and push on to meet us. We
strike with all strength. God with us! Let us avenge Marcus!

Vale.
17
The Sagle and the Shake

Now, after this message from Myrdhhm, we al were eated, for we had not known if our friendswere
alive or dead, in which latter case our plans were ruined and we must make haste to evacuate and return
whence we had come. Indeed, for the last month complaints had been growing at our inaction and the
first enthusasm was long since dulled. The people of Alata are peculiarly without patience. They canwin



abaitle, but find it difficult towin awar. They are not willing to wait, but would rather settle everything by
aheadlong rush, which isthe reason that Mian discipline had, so long held the country.

Had it not been for my constant drilling on the parade grounds and the discipline that irked their savage
gpirits, but which was recognized as necessary by the most intractable, | believe my force would have
been halved by desertion.

However, the chief credit must go to their women, whose unquestioning faith in my aimswas of much
importance; for they argued to themselves, as they watched the eterna marching and weapon-play, that
such long training could not be for nothing, and under their criticizing looks that warriors vied for
supremacy over their fellows.

Here, too, while encamped, | originated an order of knighthood, with a graduated scale of honors,
colored mantles and badges which they might wear to show their rank, and much solemn ritua to be used
ininitiation of the chosen. | dubbed these selected few “Vaiants’ which became in the common talk
“Braves’ (though now, in these latter years, the idea has spread far beyond my people, and dl over
Chichamecathe barbarians deck themselves with feathers to denote honors attained, and any male, of
age and below aking srank, cdlshimsdf abrave).

All these things kept them under my order, until the day when we learned that the Hodenosaunee awaited
only the day to pour over the borders with ax and fire. All Chichamecawas seething with unrest and
could the voicesthat rose from those dark forests have been blended into one, it would have been acry
of hate to freeze Mian blood to the last drop.

We bode our time to the appointed day. Then, leaving aguard of five centuries, the engineers, and the
women, we quitted our forest home and entered the trees again, our destination being the fork where
Tlapa-lan’ stwo greatest river-highways met.

A strong fort was Situated here, but not strong enough to resist us. Its defenders were not used to our
method of fighting; the savage tribes roundabout did not have the perseverance to stay with the attack
and consequently they had dways been thrown back.

"Weinvested the fort, and for two days and nights shot arrowsinto it, many of them flaming—nor did
we alow the defenders to reach water, their earthwork connections with the river being constantly pelted
with adropping patter of missiles. On the third morning, the fort surrendered.

Not abuilding remained stlanding. Everything inflammable was burned to the ground, and those defenders
remaining aive were none of them unwounded.

They must have expected torture and death, but no Tlapallico flinched as they marched forth into our
ranks and cast their weaponsinto apile.

We fed them and set them freein their coracles, to scatter into the land and spread the tidings of our
coming. We hoped that the inhabitants would seek the shelter of the forts. We could dedl with forts, | felt
certain, and those people left outside, by reason of cramped quarters, must of necessity be the endaved
part of the population, which | felt would hastento join us.

Lesurely then, we rebuilt the gutted fort, sent aforce back to help dismantle the fort we had encamped hi
and bring the women and engines here, to help make this place doubly strong. After they had arrived |
increased the garrison by five centuries more, and shortly after set out up the lesser river toward the Four
Cities

While we were active hi this section, to the east, north and south al Tlapalan’sfrontier was rocking to



theimpact of the Chichamecan hordes pressing forward upon every fort hi al that far-flung chain, holding
the Mias and Tlgpallicos insde while the federated tribes rushed on hi their thousands between the
embettled fortifications.

Noneinsde could sdly forth to hinder, and drums beat unanswered and smokes talked from pinnacle to
peak without any result.

Alatawas a shrieking arena, and «Tlapallan was becoming more of ared land than ever its christener
could have dreamed!

We, Aztlan and Tolteca, were farther advanced than any, being well within the gates and nearing day by
day the Four Cities, Tlapalan’s heart. Little villages and settlements were rolled over and absorbed.
Weeping women, stern-faced, broken-bodied men bony from anima toil in the fields, armed with
anything which might cut an enemy’ sthroat or smash an oppressor’ s skull—so many desperate ones
joined usto strike ablow for freedom that toward the last days | gave them separate commanders,
formed them into centuries and used them as shock troops, for they fought as though they had no desire
tolive

From the frontier we entered the forest belt which lies between that and thetilled lands. At night our
many fires reddened the sky—by day we marched on, unchecked, but not unhindered.

Occasiondly aman would drop, pierced by an atlatl dart from sometall tree. Sometimes a boul der
would fal from the heights and rebound among us. But never abattle, nor even askirmish. | began to
suspect that we were hurrying into atrap.

Once, loose stones set awhole hillsde diding, killing many of us below, the rubble flying like rocks from
abattery of ballistae. Our scouts hunted down the assailants and dew them. Our ranks reformed. We
marched on—deeper and deeper into .the hostile land.

Then back from adark, close wood of pine came atattered and dying scout, last of his band, with the
word that within it ahost lay hi wait, of trusted Tlgpallicos, and beyond them was encamped the flower of
the Mian nation, ready to cut up what remained, should we struggle through.

We paused and debated. | called acouncil of my tribunes (they had been kings hi their own right before |
had come to Aztlan) and admitted severa centurions from the most trusted companies of our recent
additions. Many suggestions were advanced and discussed, but one of the former daves originated the
thought that saved us, and | gave that centurion the power to order and to act.

» This battered, whip-scarred warrior, named Ga-no-go-a-da-we, or as we might say
“Man-who-burns-hair,” was of the Clan of the Bear, and had been greatly surprised to learn of his
kinsmen's prowessin the north— he being of the Great Hill People, and adave of thefirst degree, ten
yearsin unremitting toil and heartbreak for his people. Never was aman morefittingly named.

At his command, the saven centuries, under him, entered the trees, taking advantage of every rock and
shrub. They made that wood theirs, aswater fillsthe interstices hi acup full of pebbles. They fought and
killed, and were killed, and afew came back. Behind those who returned, the forest flamed to high
heaven— and they defiled before us, waving aoft long belts and chains of bloody scalps, armed with the
finest of Miaweapons, which they brandished at the barrier of fire which held our enemy from us.

Then it became araceto circle the spreading flames, find a defensible position and be thereintimeto
fore-gtal the Mian army which we knew would march at onceto cut us off. But they, not knowing in
which direction we would be most gpt to break by the burning forest, divided their forces and committed
suicide.



By thetimethefirg divison, which vastly outhumbered my two cohorts even though it was only half of
the original array, was ready to attack us, we had thrown up earthworks, fronted by a deep ditch, and
were dmost ready for them.

They camped, night being upon us, and being out of atlatl-shot they thought themselves safe; but by the
time they were well settled, our bows rained death among them, some lucky shots setting fireto dry
grasses near their supply of food, causing them much damage.

Thefear of hunger was responsible the next day, though their camp was now out of bow-shot, for
deciding thek commander to risk an immediate attack instead of waiting for the other section.

Just at daybreak they rushed our works.
Beyond atlatl range they began to drop by scores, then by hundreds.

They littered the meadowland; they struggled into alittle swvamp and made solid footing there with their
own dead bodies; they choked abrook that gave us drink, till the very course of it was changed and it
ran red and wild like amad, living thing across the meadow, drowning the wounded who lay in its course.
They came nearly to the works, fatered, reeled back and fled. Down upon their heads and backs drove
pitiless arrow-deet, piercing plates of copper and mica, harrying them, scattering them, far as bow could
reech.

They re-formed and came again. Gods! What men they were!

Thistime they gained the rampart, but it was afeeble stroke they dedlt. Ax and knife and spear could not
down my matchless swordsmen. From afar the Mias had died, struck down by the new wegpon their
Kukul-can had been too dow, too niggardly, to furnish them. Their ruler wasaman of littlevision, a
lecher, uxorious with hiswomen, and because of it his country died!

Now his betrayed soldiers met gtill another new weapon—the pitiless, mutilating maccahuitl, the sword
with glass fangs, which smashed down and tore flesh gpart in asingle stroke.

They had never dreamed of an ingrument like asword. They threw their lances, closed to finish with ax
and knife, and were hurled away, maimed, mangled, beaten, and when the ramparts were clean the
terrible bows behind them sang death to the runners again.

So the Eagle of Aztlan bit deep into the Snake of Tlgpallan!

It was ared day and we longed for rest, but we knew the woods were full of wanderers, and somewhere
an untried, unafraid army of Mias and Tlapal-licos was hunting along our track.

We searched the meadow for arrows and other weapons, ate and drank and were easy in our camp, but
our sentinelswere dert.

The day ended, and in ablack night, hidden from spies among the trees, we dug till skiesbegan to
lighten, making wolf-pitsto trap the enemy we expected. And it waswell we did, for by the third hour of
light they were upon us.

They could hardly have dlowed themselves much time for ret, after their long journey, for some
staggered with weariness as they debouched into the clearing.

Y et, asthey saw usthere entrenched, new spirit came to them, and without acry or cheer they charged
across the bodies of their dead.



Nearer they came and nearer, and not an arrow flew.
“Steady!” | passed down the word dong theline. “ Steady! Wait till they strike the pits!”

Closer ill, they surged upon us hi awide crescent with leveled lances. Upon their grim faceswe could
See stern determination and we knew they meant to end the affair at once, without mercy.

To them we represented all that was evil, savage and vile. We were to be obliterated, stamped into the
ground.

Behold them asthey charge! Their bodies glisten with sweat and oil. Their long conica heads are flung
back in pride. The stag antlers upon the helmets clash and rattle; mica scales and burnished copper glitter
inthe morning sun. The ground rumblesto their tread.

They are coming! The undefeated hosts of Tlapalan, theterrible disciplined array that conquered the
irregular scattered tribes of Alataand stole the best landsin acontinent! They come, and Aztlan, the
despised, but aso undefeated, iswaiting with arrow feathers close againgt the ear.

Man-who-burns-hair raises the shout of the scalp dance:
“ Ha-wa-sa-say!

Hah! Ha-wa-sa-say!"

Someone stops him.

Now they rush into the thick of the hegps of dead. A young officer legps from the ranks, copper plate
upon his antlers betokening high rank. He boundsinto the air, brandishing hislance, and howlslikea
wolf.

He waves on his company, now ululating their war-cry, “Y a-ha-ee-hee!”

Helegps again and hurls hislance—an empty threat—they are yet too far—and dropsto earth which
opens and swalows him whole, gulping him from sight, and the roar of wonder from his men isthreaded
by his cry asthe stake below tears through his entrails.

Then the whole front rank, pushed on by those behind, dropsinto the wolf-pits. The drumming thunder of
the sandaled charge dies down, and into those left standing our winged arrows bite.

| give credit to brave men.

They re-formed amidst the arrow-flight and came on, filling the second row of pitsleve full of dead men
over which their comrades advanced. Atlatl darts buzzed and whined over our wall. They struck the third
row, faltered and were checked but not halted. The fourth row was too much. When amost touching our
earthworks they broke and ran, and our arrows cut them down as hail laysflat the corn. Their officers
beat and beseeched them, but being flesh and blood, not iron, they would not stand, and behind them as
they fled | saw officer after officer, the highest and the low, fall upon hislance and go to hisgodswith
honor untarnished by defedt.

| could hold my fierce people no longer. With exultant cries of “Al-aldal Al-alda” they poured over
the earthworks, streamed among the empty pits and dashed after the Mias, | leading, lest | beleft entirely
behind.

Aswe neared the wood, out burst the remnants of that mighty Miaarmy in close array, like awounded



bear, blood-blind who smites about im in every direction, hoping to kill before hedies.
Shame was burning them and they meant to make their mark upon us!

Then our long days of disciplinetold. Peremptorily my trumpet sang through the shouting, answered
ghrilly by thewar-whistles held by tribunes and centurions, and instantly our whole ragged advance
gtiffened from amob into an army, whose even ranks separated, giving room to those behind that they
aso might shoot. Now, facing the Mias, stood the harrow formation of the quincunx, from which poured
such adevastating volley that the attackers shrank back upon themsalves. “ Stand fast!” | shouted,
expecting araly, but they were beaten. They broke and ran, scattered for the last time.

A gresat cry went up from behind me. Man-who-burns-hair plunged pagt, hisface like afiend’s, dabbled
with paint, distorted with hate and fury. Following him, the dave centuries entered the forest, out of
formation, obeying no command, hunting, each man for himsdf like ahungry pack of wolves harrying the
fleeing deer, chasing the panic-stricken antlered man-herd.

Not many returned. In the forest they fought and died, counting degth alittle thing in the avenging of so
many wrongs. A few came back while we were hunting out the bodies of our dead and piling them into a
mound for mass burid, outfitting each with wegpons and water bottle to be used hi the long journey to
Mictlampa, Land of the Dead. Others appeared while the priests were writing out the passes which each
must have on the journey, hi order to go unhindered by precipices and dangerous mongters. All the dogs
in camp werekilled, that they might precede their mastersinto the underworld and hel p them acrossthe
last barrier—abroad river.

How Myrdhinn would have been shocked, could he have seeniit!

| mysdlf was more than alittle dismayed at the trestment of our numerous captives. Many were flayed, to
the glory of the gods, otherskilled hi unfair combat, being tethered by one foot to a stone, and pitted
sngly with toy weapons againgt four fully armed men, while alarge basket caled “The Cup of Eagles’
was completely filled with the hearts taken from those who had been fastened to scaffolds and filled with
arrows there that their blood might drip upon the ground as alibation to the gods. And | was one of the
gods!

| was glad that Myrdhinn was away.

At length these dreadful rites were over, though night came upon us before the heap of bodies was
smoothly rounded with well-tamped earth.

We made tamalli cakes of mea and supped; but there were many, | knew but could not prevent, who
had red meat, though it had been long since we had hunted for game.

Inthenight | heard awhisper at my hut-entrance. “ Tecutli [Lord].” | did not answer, but in the morning
found Man-who-burns-hair lying across the opening, the last to return from the harrying.

Hewas no longer commander of many, nothing now but a ssimple centurion, for no more than that
number of daveswere now dive to march behind him, but when we moved out of that glade of death
and vengeance he bore himsdlf with as proud a carriage as any Caesar at the head of atriumph. One
could see that never more could he be adave. He had bought back his manhood with blood.

18
The 3w J*ukulcan

The strength of our enemy in the field was broken, but their spirit was not, and asthey fled through the



forestssingly or hi small groupsthey snarled back their defiance and turned to fight like cornered
tree-cats when we came too close.

We crossed the fertile valley and entered a trackless wilderness between the rivers where we were
constantly tormented by unexpected attacks. We never crossed aford uncontested, never entered a
forest opening without hearing atlatl darts whistle acrossit a our scouts.

They distressed usimmensdy and we believed that we were well rid of them when we burst eventudly
into the cultivated country. It was a disappointment to find that the retreating bands of Mias had
devadtated the fields of growing gram and vegetables, burned buildings and stores of provisions, and
sripped the sections of country in our path bare of anything which might be of useto us.

Occasondly adave, skulking amid smoking rumsto grub for amorsel of charred food, came and
attached himsdlf to our force, hoping for better rations, but we werein bitter plight. There were many
hungry days when no one ate and when the weakest lay by the way to rest and follow, if the gods willed,
or to die and burden us no more. Thankful then were we that our women were secure hi their strong fort
at thejunction of therivers.

Our one thought was to push on and on, to drive through the heart of this country, make our connection
with Myrdhinn and the Hodenosaunee, and to rest and eat again. We looked upon the new recruits as
thieves, steding the food out of our mouths; yet had it not been for one of these unwanted men, we might
not have been so successful.

He directed usto alarge underground winter sorehouse of teocentli, put up in barrels hi earthenware,
hollow tree-trunks and bark baskets. It had been overlooked by our enemy, and we seized upon the
grainwith joy, ground it and made tamalli cakes, surely sweeter than ever food had tasted before to any
man. Some ground it between stones and, without cooking, mixed the meal with water as we used to
trest wheet when marching with the Sixth in Britain, drinking it down to ease the pain of their shriveled
insides, before treating that space to more solid food.

We had enough for both cohorts—yea, and something left over for the next two days, though it was
sparingly used.

From this man we |learned that those we followed were massacring all daveswho weretoo old or too
young to fight. Women and babes at the breast had been cut down by these red-handed sons of the Red
Land and only those wereleft aive who swore alegiance to the Empire of Kukulcan. Thus asteadily
enlarging force was preceding usin the direction of the Four Cities, though into which oneit intended to
enter and make a stand againgt us, we could not guess.

We could do nothing but follow initstrack, so wide astrip of desolation was being made, and we did
follow, hoping to come up with them and destroy them; but we never quite managed this, though often
we saw flames burgt out of buildings just ahead, or came upon butchered daves still warm, though gone
to the Land of the Dead.

Now we could guessthat the Miasfelt themselves hi desperate straits, though they knew their own plight
better than we. We learned from refugees that most of the frontier forts had falen before the roaring fury
that aroused Chichameca had, in its uniting, flung upon them. To the east, we were told the land was
overrun with war-parties, acknowledging no master, burning, daying, looting wherever occasion offered,
so that no man' slife was safe, except hi the great towns, and fortified cities of refuge.

And there were rumorsthat in the North, the Holy City of the Snake had falen, and no more would the
Devourer there engorge herself on hapless daves; but this| discredited, for | did not believe that al the
Hodenosaunee could gather enough power to take that stronghold, providing the countrymen had sought



shdter.

Wedid not know that Myrdhinn had taken the City of the Snake, gutted it, sparing only women and
children of the Mias, though giving quarter to dl Tlgpal-licos who flung down their arms and sought
mercy. The People of the Long House had dain the H’ menes, torn down the pavilion and dtar on the
ill-famed Egg and erected there a twenty-foot cross, at Myrdhinn's orders, and afterward had quitted the
city and were now coming to meet us, in al haste.

Before we found out these things, we came to the southernmost of the Four Cities, the strong walled city
of Tlacopan, and sat down outside the walls to make oursalves comfortable in the sege of it; nonetoo
soon either, for my men were beginning to murmur at the long wandering and empty belliesand no foe
that they could meet to satisfy their numerous grudges upon since that one forest battle.

Truly, | think that had it not been for my reputation asaliving god of war they would not have followed
me so far—for, after dl, they were only barbarians who were being forced by my will to actionsforeign
to anything in their previous experience. It isa perilousthing to be the midwife when anation isborn.

If any among us had thought that the reduction of thisfortified city would be asmple thing, they had the
idea knocked out of them when we first ssormed the palisades on dl itsfour sides.

Welearned then what avadt difference there could be in Sege-fighting, depending entirely whether Aztlan
or Tlapallan was on theingde of the earthworks.

They let us come on, much aswe had enticed our pursuers, then all aong the parapets we saw heads
popping up, and dingstones began to whiz and whir. Very accurate they were, too, and deadly.

Most of the front rank went down on my side, | know, and the mortality was high el sewhere, but the
battle was carried in close to the wallsin the face of adinging storm of darts, and wetried to set fireto
thelogs. However, everything being wet from athree-day rain, fortune did not favor us, and being
without shelter of any kind we fdll back to let nature fight for us.

Like most of these towns, adouble earthwork and palisade led from the fortifications to anearby river,
for the procuring of water. Thiswas agood protection againg atlatl darts, which are thrown with an
overhand cast and fly in agtraight line, but was worthless againgt the dropping fire of our archers. We
made life so miserable for the defenders by maintaining asteady drop of arrows, and by patrolling the
river entrance to this path, that finally we were enabled to drive out those holding the gate, and seizing the
earthworks we cut the city entirely off from its water supply.

Dayswent on, and we knew they must be suffering from thirgt, if not from hunger. We, too, were
famished, for the fish and game avail able was not nearly enough and we were living scantily upon gram
that the scouts brought hi from undestroyed villages and farms.

Then, one day when we all felt certain that surrender must be near, awild-eyed scout came hurrying in
with the newsthat alarge army was marching upon usto relieve thefort. | knew that at all costs we must
be behind the shdlter of those walls when the new enemy came up, so | gave over the command to the
tribunes, with ordersto knock together a number of light ladders, to storm the walls, and make ready to
receive us aswe fell dowly back upon the town. | sdlied out with ten centuries from Aztlan, five from
Tolteca, and mogt of the freed Tlapallicos to be used as light wood-runnersto find the enemy, engage
him and entice him into anearby pass where he would be at our mercy beneath falling rock.

With the works suffering the fiercest attack of the siege, we left them, and not long after, high intheair,
lying behind piles of hadtily gathered boulders, hidden and waiting al tensefor the fight, knowing that after
the one sharp blow we must flee, we were praying that we would have a shelter to fed securein.



We saw the naked bodies of our savage dlies dipping silently among the underbrush in the pass bel ow,
and from our eminence could see the van of the enemy closgly in pursuiit.

What was this? Here were no antlered Tlapallican hdmetsl Nowhere danted the repugnantly flattened
brow of aMia! Instead | saw the single dipping feathers of the Hodenosaunee, Myrdhinn's own nation!
Friends, not foes!

“Hold your fire,” | shouted, and tumbled headlong to meet them. In no tune | was hugging my old
comrades—Vaerius, Antoninus, Intinco the Caledonian, L ucius—and gravely shook Myrdhinn’shand. |
fet astrong palm on my shoulder.

“Atoharo, my brother,” said Hayonwatha.

And | hugged himinmy gleetill hisribs creaked againgt my loricaand | saw that stern facetighten into a
grin, for once. Oh, he could laugh, that hero blood-brother of mine, but none but hisfriends and family
ever knew it!

In haste | brought down my companies, and, mingling, we hurried back to lend ahand in the battle but
found that Tlacopan had falen to my tribunes, who had immediately denied their pledged terms when the
Miawespons had been thrown down. They had alowed al Tlapalicosto retain their weapons and
bidden them settle accounts with their former masters.

The payment was about completed when we arrived, but | had the pleasure of demoting those tribunesto
the ranks and raising six of my Vaiantsto their places, and | would have made Man-who-burns-hair one
of them and given him authority over our new Tlapdlico recruits, but when | looked for him he was gone
from his place, and could not be found among the dain, ether within or without the city.

He did not turn up the next day, so | was reluctantly forced to believe him dead hi the forest, but could
not hold the march for one centurion; so we razed the palisades and burned the buildings, marching the

following day.

Three nations were we, and numbered over twenty thousand lances, counting our not very dependable
Tlgpallico dlieswho were too new to usfor meto trust their loyalty if they became too hungry.

Our destination now was Colhuacan, the City of the Twisting Mound, where Mixcoetl, the Storm
Serpent, was worshiped, second only in holiness and sacrificesto the foul City of the Snake. Thither the
priest-king Kukulcan had fled, before his city had been taken, and only ten miles away lay the greatest
citade of Tlapa-lan—Miagpan, whose earth ramparts were higher and thicker than Hadrian’ sWall.

We might take Colhuacan, but would it be possible to enter Migpan hi another status than that of
captive? We marched. Wewould see.

Againwewere obliged to fight our way, and again we were annoyed in al the familiar manners,

The season now being far advanced, we dreaded that we might fail because of snowsif wewere too
long delayed, and Myrdhinn and | knew well that if we did fail, such aforce would be impossible to bring
together again. | wondered if | dared ask the help of sorcery and was on the point of it many times but
did not, knowing Myrdhinn’ s views upon the metter.

Aswe gpproached the country where Colhuacan lay, we were surprised to find that resi stance was
growing lessinstead of greater, and pushed forward cautioudy, expecting atrap, but soon resistance died
down atogether and we came out of the gladesinto the cleared land and saw the walls of the city.

The gates were open and there was an affray there.



Men ran out and were followed by others, who cut them down; there was rebellion in the city, and the
Mias werefleeing from the Tlgpallico daved

“Forward, Aztlan!” | cried, and led theway at arun.

A scarred man | knew came out to meet me. It was Man-who-burns-hair! “ Tecutli! Lord
Huitzilopochtli!” he hailed exultantly. “ Behold your enemy!” And he flung ableeding head a my fest.

One glance at the flabby cheeks and pouched eyes was enough, without the ornate golden circlet and
antlersfor corroboration.

The family resemblance to the ruler who had once sentenced me to desth was strong. It wasindeed the
Kukulcan, the Mian ruler.

“How did you doit?’ | asked in joyous wonder as we entered the city through a cheering host of armed
daves.

“Deserted, had myself taken prisoner, talked to the daves when | was put with them—told of massacred
Tlgpdlicosthe Mias|eft on the road to Tlacopan, told of heroes, of living gods, of the men | led—told of
the master who cut the flesh from my back with a copper whip—bade them rise when we knew you
were near. Lord, may | lead men again?’

“Y ou may indeed, and soon shdl. Itiswell done.”

And that day, in the sacred city of Colhuacan, he was raised to the post of tribune, ddighting him grestly,
though his glory was overshadowed; for that day, by popular acclaim without asingle dissenting voice,
Myrdhinn was unanimoudly chosen the new Kukulcan, and Tlgpdlan for thefirgt timein dl history had a
whiteruler.

19
How We Qame to zJXttapan

Aswelay inthe shelter of Mian walls, resting, and replacing broken weagpons with new, our scouts went
out spying upon Migpan and the reports they brought back made me thoughtful. It was dmost
impregnable. The city-fortressis divided in three parts: the North, Middle and South forts.

Thewholeis situated on a plateau three hundred feet above the nearby river, and deep gullies and ravines
surround it likeamoat at al points except in the northeast, the only point where the land joins the plateau
inalevel manner. Hereisagreet plain, with every tree and bush removed, so that no besieger can find
shdlter. Here the Mias were wont to hold their sports, asyou shal learn.

Fronting this plain, the walls of the North Fort are a their strongest, being seventy feet thick at the base
and twenty-three feet high. On the plain Side is awide and deep moat, filled with water to protect this
most exposed portion of Migpan. Thereisaso amoat, more shdlow, just insdethewal. Thiswasadso
filled with water, and sharp stakeswere planted in it.

From this point, the gulliesform naturd defenses, and the walls are not so high or thick; yet they continue,
Zigzagging to protect every foot of level ground upon the surface of the plateau. They form atota length
of more than three and ahdf miles, though a

draight line from the north to the south wallsisless than one mile.



There are five main gateways, and sixty-eight other ggpsin thislong wall, each opening being about ten
feet wide, and each being protected by a blockhouse reaching out beyond the wall. From these bastions,
defenders could enfilade the outside of the ramparts.

Along thetop of thewall ran asharpened paisade, aso with openingsfor defense, supplied with small
wickets, easily closed and easily defended.

At many spots where the declivity beyond was quite inaccessible, alittle platform was either built out or
cut into thewall itself. These were sentinegl stands and were aways occupied, except when under direct
fire, thus rendering any surprise attack almost impossible.

In the North Fort was the military camp, which we must attack from the plain, for the Middle Fort and
the South Fort were wd | protected by deep gullies whose walls were steep and composed of crumbling
earth. Trapped in these, we must inevitably perish, even though above uslay only the families of the
wariors.

In the military camp, our firgt interest, our spies estimated at least forty thousand men awaited us; fully
armed, very active, wasthe report, and constantly drilling.

Possibly twenty thousand more occupied the other connected forts and manned the walls and
blockhouses, while in the South Fort, well protected from us, their families dwelt.

Here then was the last stand of the Mias. Numbering, inal, possibly 150,000 people, they had gathered
with dl their household goods and implements of war inthis, their citaddl. They had built it for ahome at
thelr first coming into Tlgpalan.

Laborioudy, their ancestors and their daves had borne on their backs the baskets of earth, containing
from apeck to ahaf-bushd, that in the end had created these formidable ramparts. Here they had found
ahome and from behind those wals they had ex-panded and grown into a nation.

Now, back they had come, regping the fruits of their crudty, to find al their world in arms against them,
and once again, so great were their losses, they found the sheltering walls of Migpan broad enough to
enclose the entire Mian nation.

“Conquer Migpan,” said the spies, “and you have the whole of Tlgpalan!”

So we lay hi Colhuacan three weeks and alittle more, and every day brought recruits. By twos and
threes and scores they came flocking in—savage moor-men, wifeless, childless, ragged, fierce and
destitute. They never smiled or laughed, and spent most of their time Sitting alone, sharpening their knives
or hatchets, or learning thetrick of archery. Scarred and maimed Tlapallico daves, dinking hi like cowed
dogs. They cringed when spoken to sharply, but there was afierce, furtive look hi then: eyes, likethe
yellow glare hi the orbs of atree-cat.

They brought their own war-paint. It was always black.
“Have you no gayer colorsin your medicine-bag?’ | asked one group.

One oldgter, savagely marked with running wea s which* would never quite heal, looked up and said
gimly:

“Wewill find red paint insde the walls of Miagpan!” A cold feding came upon meand | walked away,
hearing behind me the guttural gruntswhich passfor hearty laughter among thisiron-hearted folk.

More logquacious and friendly were the newcomers from the free forest towns. Emboldened and cheered



by news of successes, they trooped into camp, from Adriutha, Oswaya and Carenay, from Kayaderos
and Danascara. Engineers, trained by Myrdhinn in his own town of Thendara, brought heavy loads of
sharp copper arrowheads, bronze swords and fittings for Siege artillery. We distributed these smaller
articles a once, but postponed the building of enginestill we should be before the walls—for without
beasts of burden we could only with difficulty drag such heavy piecesthither.

Little bands of Chichamecans camein and swore fedty, and one day we werejoined by some very
curious strangers drawn with weariness of forced marches. They came from afar northern city, built
entirely of stone they said, which they called Nor-um-Bega.

They were not swarthy like others we had seen in this country, but seemed whiter than any, though
brown with tan. They were dressed and armed no differently than other Chichamecans, but there the
smilarity ended, for their faces were freckled, their eyes were blue, and their hair and beardswere a
bright flaring red!

Never before have | heard of ared-haired people, and from what country they came | know not, nor
could they tell aught, savethat they came herein the morning of time, in stout ships. Behind them they | eft
aland which had sunken benegth them, drowning a popul ous country.

They had never been bothered by the Mias and they had no interest in our cause, other than that it
promised fine righting. They asked no reward, and wanted nothing but to fight beside us, for fighting
seemsto bether religion and only pleasure and it seemslikely in the end to be their bane.

In the beginning, their legends say, they were many asthe forest leaves, and the north country wastheirs,
even beyond Thule, and many werethelr cities. Wedlthy they once were, with great store of jewelsand
finethings, but now they are poor through warfare, and so few that one city holds them all with room to
spare.

Every mae able to march, from gripling to oldster, had come at the news of war againgt Tlapalan, yet
the total was less than four hundred; so | suppose hi afew years, asthings are going, Nor-um-Begawill
liveonly hi the legends of its neighbors.

But they fought stout-heartedly beside my Vdiants, for they have no love of lifeand no carefor it
Now | must speek of ashameful thing.

We had found some crocks of wine beneath one of the houses sacred to the Kukulcan and hiswomen. It
was thin stuff, but heady, and the first wine | had seen since the wreck of the Prydwen. | made afool of
mysdlf without any troubleat al.

On the eve of our proposed march upon Migpan, | gathered my tribunes and centurionsin my quarters
for celebration and we dl got pleasantly drunk.

| wastrying to teach them adrinking-song of the Sixth and having aterrible time, for very few could
understand the words and none had any idea of how to carry atune. Music, aswe know it, is strange to
them. | was roaring out the chorus, trying to outshout my leather-lunged friends, who were dl singingto a
rhythmic dlashing of cups:

“Drink! Drink! Let the cannikins clink And with wine let us make merry! For with the dawn we
must be gone And there will be some to bury!”

Suddenly | found that | was singing aone and looked stupidly at my fellows, who were glaring at the
door with expressions of awe and dread, and twisting about, | saw Myrdhinn there, eying us with alook



of furious disgust, much as Moses must have looked upon the revelers around the Golden Calf.

“Swine!” heroared. “Wallowersin filth and iniquity! While you take your ease, your friends and fellows
have been fdlen upon by the Mias and are dying in torture. Swilling fools, your end is sorrow and
destruction! | lay aword upon you, Ventidius. Y our nation shal wander in search of ahome and shall not
find it for sx hundred years. They shal be wanderers upon the face of the earth, until they find anidand hi
alake. Upon this, marked by an eagle with asnake in its mouth, let them settle, but they will not thrive.

“Their ways are bloody, they are beyond regeneration, they have cast aside my teachings and perverted
them. | repudiate them, and Ventidius, yourself shal never see Rome! Now bestir yourself and follow
m”

“But how do you know?’ | asked, abit stupidly, still fuddied with the drink.

“Oh, hurry, dolt! Hurry!” he cried impatiently. “While you talk brave men are dying. Thewoods are, full
of my messengers.

“Y ou know | understand the language of the birds. It wasfolly for Hayonwathato go scouting. | had
aready told dl officerswhat lay before us, and how we must attack. Hayonwatha was &t that council fire.
Poor headstrong fool! He must see for himsdlf, and so he has got himsdlf taken and thirty others with him!

“Wll, brave souls, they knew how to die, and most are dready dead, but if they have followed the usua
Mian custom and saved the leader for the last, thereis yet a chance for your blood-brother if we are
quick., Haste, then. We will talk aswe go.”

My head had been rapidly clearing.

“Giveyour orders, Myrdhinn, but | fear it is usdless. The host cannot reach Migpan hi lessthan six
hours”

Myrdhinn smiled atight-lipped smile.
“No, the host cannot, but you and | will be there hi that many minutes.”

And as| gaped at him, wondering if my humming ears had heard him right, he snapped out an order to a
garing tribune:

“Bid atrumpeter sound. March at sunrise.” (The eastern sky was dready pink.) “ Say to dl the host that
their commanders have gone ahead and will meet them on the road to Miagpan. Let nothing stop you.”

He saluted and turned away, and as Myrdhinn and | dipped into theforest, | heard ahundred shell
trumpets braying their harsh reply to the clear sweet notes of my own trumpeter, with hisingrument of
bronze, and | knew that soon, perhaps for the last time, the old bronze eagle of the Sixth would ook
down on marching men.

Oncein the seclusion of the trees, Myrdhinn seemed to forget the need for haste. He sat down upon a
log and motioned me beside him.

From hisbreast he drew out asmdll vid and held it to the light. | could see afew smal dark pillsrattling
withinit.

“With these, Ventidius,” he said reflectively, “we shal conquer time and space, and in afew brief
moments cover the milesthat stretch between us and Migpan. | cannot tell you what isin them, nor how
they are made. They were given me by adesrable Thessalian witch, withwhom | dallied avay a



summer’ s days—long ago, when | was young. We used them to halt the swift pace of Chronos. We
spent years of delight together, in one golden month of the time that others knew. She gave me afew that
remained & our parting.

“Well, well, sheislong sncedugt, and if thereisblack magic, or snto account for, it lieshi the
compounding, not in the partaking!

“Comethen, Varro. Let us each swalow apellet. Perchanceit will bring me memories of red-lipped
Selene—and wicked days.”

Herolled one out into my pam and | placed it on my tongue.

Itfras faintly bitter, | thought. Then, asit dissolved, my eyesbecame blurred. | rubbed them, but they
remained misty for what seemed along time; then, asthey cleared, it seemed that | had become
stone-deef. Directly before me, alittle bird had been singing to greet the sun. | saw him there upon this
twig. His mouth was open, 0 | knew he gtill wassinging, but | could not hear anote. | stared, trying to
understand, and noticed a so that the wind, which had been strong, had stopped entirely.

Myrdhinn was eying me wtih amusement. “Come,” he said, and | knew that | was not desf. “L et us haste
now, to Migpan.”

| rose and followed him, in that strange and deathlike hush which had come over the forest.

Behind us, at the gates of Colhuacan, a company was surging out, or had been. Now they stood as
though frozen, some with one foot raised in midstride, but immobile, while above them floated a pennon,
oddly twisted, but not fluttering. It was as though it had been suddenly changed from aflapping bit of
cloth and feathersto areplica of itsdf carven from wood or metd.

Myrdhinn led on. | noticed that when he pushed a branch out of hisway, it did not fly back and strike
me, but remained where it was.

Weforded a shalow stream.
“Look down,” said Myrdhinn. <

| did s0, and was amazed to find that the water did not rush in to fill up the holesthat our feet |eft asthey
were withdrawn from it. Every footprint was to be seen as we looked back from the other shore. We
might have walked in soft mud instead of water, so dowly did theliquid flow back.

Wewalked swiftly on. A wind began to blow in our faces. It was cool at first, then warm, and soon
uncomfortably hot. | saw Myrdhinn pluck at hisrobe and draw it knee-high. 1t was becoming brown, as
though crisped by the heat

“Wemust go dower,” hesaid, findly, “or we will be burned by the friction of the air.”

Then | understood! It was not the world that had suddenly become quiet about us. Our sense of time had
been speeded up!

All a once felt desperately hungry. My bodily resources were being exhausted by the unaccustomed
demands upon them.

Time passed. We walked on and on. Hours apparently passed, yet the eastern sky grew no rosier.
Morning, it seemed, had stopped and would never come.



“Look at the dawn, Ventidius. It isamost the same as when we started. Do you redize how far we have
come hi littletime?Y et we have not hastened beyond a quick stride. We are not breathed. We have but
walked briskly aong, yet have covered milesin moments. Now you can understand how the legend
arose that witches were wont to anoint themselves with afoul salve and fly through the air intheform of a
bird. No one guessed that the secret lay in atiny swallowed pellet, and the witches never told.”

“Look yonder, Myrdhinn,” | interrupted. “ The smokes of Migpan!”

“Aye, and thither are we bound.”

“Had wethe Mantle of Arthur, which | so foolishly lost, one of us might effect arescue.”
Myrdhinn looked at me oddly.

“Think no more of it. We shdl passthe guardsin safety.”

Wewalked, dowly it seemed, though the wind blew hot againgt us, around the ravine which bordered the
South Fort. The sentries on their high platforms|ooked out at us like wooden men, without blinking an
eyeor shifting their position.

Then quickly Myrdhinn drew me behind arock. | felt aswimming of the senses and like the bursting of a
bubble in my ears, sounds began again. Somewhere near the smoke, a multitude was shouting.

Stiffly, Myrdhinn shook out apill for each of us The sounds died as tune froze around us again, and
nothing moved but oursaves.

we resumed our journey aong theravine.

We came abreast of the Middle Fort, only five hundred feet wide, but very strong and well built. Here,
too, the sentrieslooked out at us and let us pass without darm.

Now we could see that the smoke arose outside of the walls of the North Fort. A grest crowd of people
were gathered there, upon the broad flat plain | have previoudy described.

Myrdhinn camly led the way, dmost into the crowd, and | followed with some trepidation. If the effects
of this drug should wear away unexpectedly, being old and perhaps uncertain in duration, we would be
torn to scraps before Myrdhinn could reach for hisvid.

We cameto alittle eminence and looked down upon horror:

Directly acrossfrom us, about sixty feet away, was another little mound, likewise unoccupied, asif for
some religious reason. Beginning there, as also from our mound, alow earthen roadway ran, elevated a
foot abovetheleve of the plain, and about twelve feet wide. These two roadways ran pardld to each
other for alittle more than a quarter of amile, where they were joined by acurve.

The roadways and curve were thick with people, facing the enclosure. Here the ground was hidden by a
pavement of limestone dabs, upon which many fierce fireswere burning, alittle distance gpart.

Between the fires were two lines of men, armed with sticks and whips. We could see that our captured
comrades had been compelled to run between these lines, exposed to the crud blows of then:
tormentors, until from weakness they could no longer legp through the many fires and must of necessity
fal into one and be destroyed in grest pain.

It was obvious that even the strongest of men had little or no hope of surviving such an orded, and



indeed we later learned that if a captive should manage to cover the entire circuit of the enclosure, hedid
not earn release thereby, but was forced to run and legp, again and again, until the inevitable end.

Looking where aknot of men were clustered, whose dow, dow squirming motion showed us that there
was, for their own time, violent movement, we saw the stern, heroic face of Hayonwatha.

We had comein time, but not a moment too soon!
“Stay you here,” | muttered, and unsheathing my sword | bounced down from the mound.

At firgt | cut at the men before me, but | soon found that their passive resistance was not to be
overborne. Though I might hew the arm from one, or dash the visceraout of another, it did no good, for
the example did not frighten those about in time for them to react and withdraw from my path. | might
waste dl of the power of the drug and yet not hack through that statuesque gathering.

So | took the shortest way and leapt through afire. In the tune of those about me, it must have been a
roaring, terrifying blaze.

Onthe contrary, | could see each pointed flame very distinctly. | was not burned or scorched as| passed
through it. Therewas no smell of fire upon my clothing, nor was | more than faintly warmed.

So | cameto the cluster around my blood-brother, and hurling them right and left, | sheathed my sword,
threw him across my back and returned by the way | had come. In al that way, he did not twist or writhe

hi my grip.

Asl| reached the mound again, | saw faces turned toward the mound and knew that Myrdhinn had stood
hi one position long enough to be observed by those around him. The men | had attacked were beginning
to fall toward the ground, but had not quite reached it, and upon their faces expressions of pain had just
begun to form.

Those who saw Myrdhinn gppear (suddenly to them) must have been astounded. | chuckled at their
dismay at the unaccountable disappearance of their last captive, smultaneoudy with the advent and
equally sudden disappearance of awhite-robed, white-bearded ancient'* mftn, who for amoment trod
their sacred mound and vanished into thin air. How could they congtrue this hi any other manner than to
suppose that the gods were displeased with them?

Such an occurrence must necessarily dishearten them and weaken their courage.

So it proved. Welay in seclusion, where we could see the multitude, during the time we were waiting for
the effect of the drug to wear away. It squirmed and seethed on the plain, like adisturbed hill of ants,
scurrying panic-stricken and amlesdy in search of an intruder. It streamed, infinitely dowly, toward the
entrances of the North Fort.

Occasiondly we pressed Hayonwatha back upon the soft turf, and he strove to rise, though after we had
donethisthree times he stopped his duggish struggling, and the beginnings of asmile, very curious and
horrible to see, could be discerned. Then we knew that we had remained in one position long enough for
him to recognize us and to understand that all waswell.

Before he had finished his smile, the power passed from uswith arush.
Quickly Myrdhinn explained, forced Hayonwathato take a pellet, and we did likewise.

Instantly we started back aong the road we had come. Somewhere, far behind us, thirty thousand lances
were marching upon Migpan, and their commanders must hasten to take their proper posts!



20
‘The Jail of <-%Ciapan

“I once knew awise woman of Caedoniawho had the gift of seeing,” said Myrdhinn thoughtfully, staring
out over our earthworks across the plain at the lights of Migpan and the stars above.

“It was her prophecy to methat should | seek to the westward when the time was ripe, there should |
surdly find the Land of the Dead. Well, | am in awestern country of which she could have had no
knowledge, and we have wandered far in it, yet there is nothing here to indicate the proximity of an
earthly paradise. Other things which she foresaw have cometo passand | hesitate to believe her mided
inthismetter.

“But al my studies of the stars do not confirm her statements. Perhaps the time has not yet come.”
“What do the stars say?’ | asked, shivering hi the cold wind.

“Toollittle. | fed that something is being conceded from me. All that | can learn isthat something evil is
about to befall, and soon.”

“I know that mysdlf. Look you, Myrdhinn. Two weeks we have been here, and to what good? First they
meet us on the plain in pitched battle and we lose a thousand men. Then we attack the walls and find that
they have developed bows and arrows since the death of their Kukulcan who forbade them to use such
an innovation. True, their bows are not good and their arrows unfeathered, but with astrong pull even
their archery findsamark at the distance they shoot at. Thefact is, Myrdhinn, that another two weeks of
thiswill bring snow upon usand our army will disband hi spite of al we can do.

“We can't carry on along siege without proper provisionsin this harsh, unfriendly country, and we have
no reservesto fall back on. We are fighting an agricultura people who arewell provisoned. On the
contrary, our dliesare ahunting people who have little thought for the morrow, if they are fed today. Our
resources are used up, Myrdhinn. Snow means defeat. That iswhat / read in the stars.” Myrdhinn shook
his head.

“Nay, thisisapersond evil, meant for me aone. See yonder. There floats the Ghoul, the dark star—in
my house, and hi the ascendant.”

“I know nought of mydtic lore, nothing more than finding my way north by the Plow. | cannot help you.”
“True,” hesaid, somberly. “Y ou areaman of war.
Wil let usto thoughts of war. How are the ballistae coming?

“Forty and sx are ready to move up tomorrow. Fifty more will be complete within aweek. Of arrow
engines we have three score. That total used up al of the clamps. | have had enough boulders dug up to
last three days. Arrows are plentiful and fire-lances are being made. | should say that day after tomorrow
we may commence such arain of missilesinto the North Fort that they will be forced to evacuate.”

“Good. Let ushope for aspeedy conclusion to thisbloody affair. What isthat?’
A highwail began to our left, rose to a shriek and soared above us like a screaming ghost

“A whigtling arrow from asentry,” | snapped, startled and angry because of it. “ Something iswrong in
the artillery enclosure. Look, there areflames! An attack, Myrdhinn, anight attack! They are burning our
enginesd”



| set my bonewhistleto my lipsand blew amighty blast.

Aztlan shot out of its deep hi ahurry. Three companiesformed on the plain, and as| led them off &t the
double, the clouds, which had been scattering, came together again and rain pelted down upon usas
though the heavens were weeping to watch us.

We met the raiding-party hi the hollow of the eastern ravine. It was adreary battle, with nothing init to
warm the blood. Darkness became compl ete, save when occasionally broken by very distant and
unseasonable flashes of lightning. Nothing was right about thiswar, even the e ements had turned against
us, | thought, not redlizing then that but for this unexpected and untimely shower we would most likely
have lost our entire park of siege weapons.

The rain was cold and froze upon our wegpons and clothing. Many wounded died that night from
exposure, or were drowned hi the loose mud which washed down , from the walls nearest the fortress.

They had ladders out againgt the walls, and hoping to cut off their retreet, | led a charge to capture these,
but most of them were dready drawn insde and we were destroyed by the stones which plunged down
upon us aswe clawed vainly at the dippery sdes of the ravine hi an attempt to follow. Three hundred
men died usdesdy that night, with nothing gamed for so many lives. Fifty of them were Vdiants.

And the taunts from the wall next day burnt our brainslikefire.

Crazy with rage, | besought Myrdhinn for help. Twenty engines were totally destroyed, and more than
half the ballistae were so weakened that they must be rebuilt.

The others were placed, some on the plain, others so that a steady downpour of stones could be kept up
across the various ravines at the sides of the North Fort. But athough we knew that we were doing
execution, we heard no sounds of pain or fear from within, only jeers and mockery.

Again | begged Myrdhinn to use sorcery, but he refused as usudl.

“No. Let it be aclean, honest war, with no magic mixed into it. However,” he said, “now that you have
learned that you cannot butt down these walls like a brainless aurochs, | will show you how the People of
the Long House took the City of the Snake with little [oss.

“Set up three balistae for me, at the edge of the wood fronting the eastern wall, and tonight we will give
them a surprise. We made some eggs hi Thendarathat will hatch out the Thunder Bird inside of Miagpan!”

Just before dark welit fires at the edge of the wood. Then up came the engineers trundling barrows laden
with dark spheres, each of twenty-pound weight and about nine inchesthick. Under Myrdhinn's
direction, one of these was placed in afire convenient to the nearest ballista. | could seethen that its
composition was partly of metd, for the hue changed with hegt, from bronze to golden and then to
shimmering palor. It glowed, and little crackling noises could be heard inside as rainbow colors raced
acrossits surface.

Finaly aglowing cloud surrounded it asthe fiery vapors pent within began to issue forth fromits pores.

Myrdhinn’ s assstants then removed it from the fire with tongs, placed it hi the ballista pan and knocked
out the chock.

It s;emed to sail from usdowly, atrain of glowing vapor following it asit soared over the ravine and fell
into thecity.

A deep rumble followed, the ground shook, an awful flare of light made the sars dim, and hi the ensuing



hush we heard the sounds of lamentation and of fear within the ramparts of Migpan.
Now another flew, shining even more brightly with the heet of its passing through the air.

Over thewallsand out of sight it went, and instantly burst with adreadful splitting crash, aswhen
lightning rends alarge oak from leavesto roots. Again the uprush of ghadtly light, shining through the
chinks of the log palisade and the wicket gates. Then utter darkness and the long screaming of the
wounded and burned.

“What isit?’ | gasped. “Hdlfire?’

“Nay, son, naught but the fiery principles of earth, combined and blended, heated to bursting-point and
ignited by the further friction of the air as each con-tamer rushes through that medium and is heated more
than itswalls can stand. Weakened, it bursts and drenches al with unquenchablefire.

“Have you forgotten how Ovid, in speaking of the leaden missiles used by dingers, writes:

Hermes was fired, asin the clouds he hung; So the cold bullet that with jury slung From Balearic
engines, mounts on high, Glows in the whirl, and burns along the sky.

“That gave metheides, but the compaosition of the fiery materid isold. Archimedes used this same
preparation in another form to inflame the Roman ships at the siege of Syracuse, and Hanniba useditin
gl another form when he split the rocks of the Alps and let hisarmies and e ephantsthrough. No, itis
not new, only forgotten and that iswell: €se war might betoo terrible.”

Other missiles were now coming out of the fires, and the engineers began a persstent dropping upon the

North Fort. One by one, they flew and fdll, these awesome dangerous products of Myrdhinn's
lore—terrible, hairy stars, soaring in the black night sky, bringing degth, terror and destruction in their
tran.

The ground shook congtantly, houses were blazing within, but the Mias steadfastly refused to give up,
and dawn came and found them il in possession and strong enough to hurl our attack into the ravine
again and pileit up therein confusion and utter rout.

At the sametime, Aztlan, Nor-um-Bega, and alarge force of Chichamecans charged acrossthe plain
and reached the walls, but were forced to retirein ashower of arrows, atlatl darts and dingstones,
leaving many dead and most of their courage behind them.

Toltecaheld the river safe and did not break ranksto attack, there being an almost perpendicular earth
wall before them which it would have been suicide to scale.

Now that daylight had come, we ceased throwing Myrdhinn’ s awesome missiles, though the ballistae
kept on pounding the works with boulders, knocking great holesin the palisades, through which those
arrow enginesthat could discharge pha aricas managed to place those flaming javelinswith fine precision
into both the North and Middle Forts.

We left the South Fort mostly untouched, hoping to take the other works first and drive the defenders out
into the lower section where they would be compactly crowded and a our mercy.

Again night came, and again the fire-bdls flew and burst and scattered desth. Sometime during those
hours, the North Fort was quietly evacuated and at dawn of the second day of this new horror of war, |
launched ahdf-hearted sdly, with what remained of my Vdiants, giving Man-who-burns-hair the
command and alowing him to carry the bronze eagle of the Sixth, that they might know courage.



| really expected it to be thrown back again, but an attempt had to be made or the whole siege must be
given up. Myrdhinn’ sfire-balswere gone!

On the contrary, it reeched and went over the wall without facing adart or stone. | saw the eagle wave
violently asits bearer danced on the firing-platform of the wall.

My trumpet caroled. Answering brays went up, and Aztlan and Nor-um-Bega poured into the North
Fort!

By midmorning we had dl the force which had held the plain placed to best advantage insde thewdls,
had set up apair of ballistae to batter away the resistance ahead and were ready to advance along the
ighmus

Asyou can see by the map, two crescent-shaped mounds had long ago been built to barricade the
narrowest section of theisthmus and protect the Middle Fort. These had been recently joined by alog
wall severd feet thick, its componentsinextricably tangled together, and sharpened stakes pointing out a
usfrom every cranny.

Herethe Mian warriors defied us and our artillery. After an hour of stone-throwing which did little good
againg this hegp of splintered logs, we advanced, fought and retired with considerable loss.

Then | had a battering-ram constructed, but this only beat the |ogs more tightly together and our
adversarieslaughed a uswhile they cut our engineers down.

| waswild at being held back by this patry agger, and calling a meeting of tribunes, | asked for
suggestion.

Vicinius suggested using the testudo to reach the barricade and then asudden sdly. It seemed the only
/Thing to do. Nothing but adirect assault would carry it, for the position could not be flanked owing to
the steep declivities of loose and dippery earth which fell away on elther sdeinto the deep ravine.

So | ingtructed my picked Vaiants, and in phaanxes three companies moved forward with shields hi
front, over our heads and at each side, dl closdly overlapping.

Above us, aswetrotted, the boulders from the balli stae hummed and thudded into the twin mounds,
black with fighting-men.

Their darts and stones rattled on our tortoise sideslike hail, but did little damage. Then, aswe neared the
log wall, the engineers ceased firing lest we be struck. We charged, flinging down our shields upon the
spikes, and over this protection we reached the top.

Then the cry from our men might have been heard in Rome, asthey broke ranks and, leaving cover,
came charging down to support us.

We desperately needed help, being greatly outnumbered. The fighting wasfurious. It was hack and kill,
pull out the blade and dodge, recover, poise and stab with pugio and gladius againgt the thrust of long
lances. Redling under arain of blows, we fought and fell. Vicinius died there, and Intinco the Caledonian
killed hisdayer and fell dead across hisfriend’ s body—and women were to mourn them both hi
Adriutha

| had less than twenty men around me when our men came up the wal like awave and, cheering,
surrounded us and drove the Mias back, back, fiercely contesting the way until they were pressed against
the Great Gateway of the South Fort and could go no farther.



The commander who had been in charge of the resistance sank to his knees with weakness from loss of
blood. All his men were dead and he the last to defy us. Twice he strove to shorten hislance and fall
upon it, but could not.

Then, through our press, came leaping Man-who-burns-hair.

“I know him!” he howled. “My master who scourged my back to ragsl Heismine!”
Hewhipped out hisknife. The knedling man looked up dauntlesdy.

“Ha, dave. Wolvesyap at the dying cougar!”

With alast quick motion he swept the antler circlet from his head and leaned forward that his scalp might
be the easier taken, and as his remorsel ess enemy snatched away the bloody trophy, we knew the
Middle Fort was ours.

Acrossthe Great Gateway the defenders, though they must now have been fighting entirely without hope,
had flung up abarricade of their house furnishings, dead bodies of animas and people, to make three
paralel walswhich we must take one after another. It being nearly dark, we made no attempt to essay
this system of defense, but occupied oursalvesin moving up twenty ballistae and catapults to command
their forum, which was Stuated in the center of the South Fort, around a dewpond, their only remaining
water supply.

The defenders were engaged during most of the night in strengthening their defenses, though loud voices
and much waving of torches were reported by our stationerti and | took this to mean that there was some
dissension among them.

What it might be we could not conceive, unless some counseled surrender and others would not agree.

We learned in the chill before dawn, when asavage sdly broke out on the river side of thefort and at
least five thousand men hurtled down the embankment, across aterrace and came howling upon the
deeping, poorly picketed camp which guarded our fleet of 250 coracles. And Tolteca, whose charge
they were, brokeitsrankslike cravens, and let the Mias through!

So thisfighting-force, ill free and united to radly and attack again, made off down theriver hi search of
dliesfrom some of thetiny hilltop fortsif there were any yet untaken by the wild rovers.

At dawn, a hawk-visaged man clambered over the barricade of corpses, to the sound of Mian trumpets.
He was clad in the white doeskin shirt, embroidered with pearly shell beads, that isthe emblem of a
heradin Alata. In hisleft hand he bore agreen branch asarequest for aparley.

The gationerti let him through to me.

He bowed, but not humbly, and | could amost hear that stiff, proud neck creak as he bent his head and
asked for terms.

“I have no termsto offer you,” | said, “but immediate laying down of dl your arms, removal of your
defensive walls and preparation for an evacuation to take place by midday.”

His eyesflashed, but he answered not aword as he turned to go.

“After that isdone, | will giveyoumy terms,” | caled after him, and chuckled fiercely to myself as|
smote my armored.chest with my clenched fist. Marcus! Marcus! Look down and see this day!



21
The Massing of <Xyrdhinn

| sat hi my booth near the edge of the wood, looking out acrossthe plain, while shaving. Along the
isthmus and out of the North Fort were marching companies bearing tied bundles of darts, arrows and
lancesto be stacked above the piles of hatchets and knives, that al might be burned together.

Somehow, my pleasure hi the Sight was waning, knowing what was to follow, and knowing it to be foul
treachery by any rules of war.

Myrdhinn came hi and sat down. Hisface likewise was gloomy.

“Have you made plansfor the evacuation, Venti-dius?’

“Amnesty for al Tlapallicanswho change their dlegiance. Desth to the rest and death to all Miadl”
Myrdhinn started from his sest in horror. | calmly went on shaving.

“That ismassacrel”

“Extermination,” | corrected.

“Ventidius, you have becometoo hard,” Myrdhinn said softly. “Y ou are no longer the eager fellow who
sought adventures and new lands with the zest of aboy. Isnothing left of the old Ventidius? Does nothing
remain but the man of war?’

“Nothing,” | said quietly. “Did you expect more? | was born knowing of war’saarms. My mother fled
from aburning city to save her life and mine. My father died there. | have been bred to war; itisdl |
know.

“There was one soft spot hi my heart. Marcus had that. | loved the boy. Y ou know what happened. On
the Egg my heart became al hard.

“Have you forgotten the vow we made in that reeking pit? Have you forgotten that we swore to avenge
Marcus?’

Helooked at me steadily.

“How many lives do you need in repayment for one? Have you not heard the saying of Hernin, the Bard
of the college of LIanveithin: ‘ The braveisnever crud’?’

“I never knew him. Hiswords are words for others, not for me!” | crashed my fist down on the bench
and stood up. “My last word, Myrdhinn. Degth for al Miads”

Hetook my hand and gently urged me down again. “Ventidius, listen. | have just come out of Miapan.
They are burying the dead there, son. If you wereto seeit, | think you would be moved to pity.”

“What do | know of pity? What can such as| know of pity? Many times you have called me aman of
war and | have not felt offended, for truly that isdl | know —al that | am. Herein this new country |
have carved out adominion that ismine. My people worship me asaliving god of war who delightsin
blood and offerings of bleeding hearts. | tell you, Myrdhinn, I am beginning to enjoy the Sght of suffering!

“Thereisno lovein my heart for anything—except perhapsfor my wife and son. She very likely will soon
be facing death at the hands of those Mian refugees gone down the river—and | idle here. No pity, no



mercy, Myrdhinn. The earlier thesefolk are exterminated, the sooner | shal be free to st off to the
rescue of my wife and the women of my nation.

“Thecivilization of these Mias rests on afoundation of corpses. Blood soaks the ground of every foot of
Tlapallan. The cry of those oppressed by the Miasrisesto the stars for vengeance. Better that they be
blotted out forever than be permitted to go and rebuild again their crue empire. They showed us,
strangers and castaways, no mercy, no pity. That wasleft for their davesto do!

“At midday, Myrdhinn, | turn Aztlan upon them, and if the Hodenosaunee hold back; let them aso
beware!”

“That would be acivil war.”

“Cdll it that. But thereisno danger. Y our men are as eager for blood as are mine. Nothing could hold
them back from revenge for which they have so long waited. Not even you!”

“If I can,” he said quietly, “will you call off your hordes?’ | laughed.
“// you can. But that would be amiracle, and the day for miracles has passed. Unless—"
A thought gave me pause. “ Y ou intend sorcery?’

“Not sorcery. | havetold you | have forsworn it. Nothing could tempt me to use sorcery again and lose
my soul. | will plead with them, reason with them.”

That wasfunny. Aswell, | thought, plead with the wolves that have just brought down a stag, but
have yet to rend him and fill their bellies.

“Tell me” | asked curioudy, “why this change of heart? Y ou loved Marcus. Y ou wanted to avenge him.”

“I have been in the fort and heard the moans of the dying, seen noble ladiestenderly caring for their
wounded, mourning their losses, weeping over dead babies.”

“That iswar. It has always been s0. A rat protectsits children, caresfor them! Should not other vermin,
such as Mias, do the same?’

Helooked a mein horror, but spoke sadly: “Rats do not bury their dead, Ventidius. The Mias have
thrown up agreat mound of earth over the bodies of those brave men who held the two crescents of the
Middle Fort and there they are praying to the Sun to receive those souls. Elsawhere the dead are being
interred separately by their surviving loved ones. Thewarriors are being buried with their hunting-gear,
the women place in the ground among their household articles, their grain, their cooking-utensils.

“Thelittle children—

“I saw, Ventidius, onelittle chap, afine boy of whom any father might be proud. Hewaslying hi hislittle
grave with histoys by him. Hisright hand had been placed in ajar of food that he might not be hungry in
the other world. Y ou s2e? The men can hunt for their living, the women work for it, but the wee things
can do neither and must be able to help themselves. So thefood jars are set close! In hisleft hand he had
alittlered bal stuffed with festhers.”

He gazed a me keenly.
“A little red ball—stuffed with feethers?’
| repested the wordsin my mind. My brain seemed dull, my head heavy. All a oncel felt old. Sucha



ball had | given my little son, and it was the pride of his heart. He had waved me godspeed with it when |
had marched away from Azatlan.

And Myrdhinn, the old gray fox, had seen and remembered as he remembered everything!

It wastrue, of course. All that he had said was true. These Mias were not demons, not inhuman—at least
not more than other men—they knew loyaty and courage. | had met theminwar and | knew that. Their
women were beautiful and lovable in the eyes of their own men, and their children were beloved by both.
We had smashed the system; must we exterminate the race aswel|?

A hard lump seemed to melt in my breast. | no longer hated anybody and | wanted to weep, but did not
know how—I had forgotten long ago.

“Go and speak to the men. Aztlan and Tolteca, too. If you can win them over, we will |et the people go.”
Gladness cameinto Myrdhinn' s eyes. He gazed at me fondly and went out.

| did not follow, but sat there done. | wanted to think upon my little son so far away. That iswhy | did
not hear what Myrdhinn had to say to the army, but agreat clamor and shouting brought me to my feet
and with sword in hand | ran out to defend hislife from the men he had roused to fury. | stood there with
open mouth and must have looked like afool. They were cheering him!

Cheering! Aye, the men from Adriutha and Caranay, Side by sdewith my warriors of Azdan! Even the
red-haired killers from Nor-um-Bega and the savage Chichamecan barbarians! All were cheering.

And that, | think, was Myrdhinn’s greatest triumph!

By midday, Migpan was evacuated, and on the plain the people, mostly women and children, but till a
great host, stood between our armed ranks and received my orders.

“March fifteen days journey straight westward,” | commanded, “then directly south to the Hot Lands of
Atala, whence you came. Laggards or deserterswill bekilled.” And | detailed ten companies of
moormen to follow aday’ sjourney behind, for that purpose.

One man hi each hundred was dlowed to keep hisarmsfor hunting, otherwise al weapons were burned
at thetime of their exodus.

Theseingructions, | estimated, would take them into the open uninhabited grasd ands, where the hairy
cattle would feed them and they would meet no enemies, and |ooking upon them as they marched away
without lamentations or backward looks, still proud in defeet, | could not but fed that after al thiswas
the better way and Marcus, somewhere, would be pleased.

That day ended organized Mian resistance. The Eagle had conquered the Snake.

Although on widdly separated hilltops throughout the broken Empire afew thousands of refugees till

held out, | knew that their forts, however wel built, were doomed to fall, for without exception they were
watered only by dewponds and occasiond rainfal, and being constructed only astemporary refuge for
people living close at hand, they could not stand asiege. Indeed, they had never faced a prolonged siege
before our coming, for that was not a Chichamecan habit. We fdlt that we could safely leave theseidands
of Tlapallan to be overswept by the sea of Chicha-mecans around them.

Accordingly, infive coracles, dl that remained of our fleet, I, Myrdhinn, my tribunes of Aztlan, and other
doughty men, totaling over ahundred, set out toward our river fort, which by now must be in danger
from those still unsubdued and merciless men who had stolen our fleet. Short shrift could our women



expect from them!

Following adong- the shores pounded the Aztlan legion and behind them the unruly hordes of Tolteca,
now burning to wipe out their shame.

Hayonwatha came with us, but his peopleinvested Migpan, to wait for Myrdhinn’ sreturn, and the
Nor-um-Begans, fewer hi number, set off for their far city, laden with loot.

Down thelittle river we went, entered the larger stream, finding evidences of those who fled before us,
and days later came to the junction of the two waterways where lay our fort—and none too soon.

It was attacked by the Mias, but not taken. On the walls, from our distant view, we could see the short
wicked arms of ballistae, and catapults, jerking stones and javelinsinto the mass of coracles below, while
clouds of arrows, darts and dingstones were flying from both sides. We raised amighty yell, plunged our
paddles deep and dmost flew down the broad Ohion.

Aswe came near them, we were seen from the fort and greeted loudly. Tumbling into their flimsy craft,
the land force fell back and were coming up to meet us when our following legion burst out into Sight.

Dismayed at the Sight of this pursuing force and greatly outnumbered, the Mias sivung their prows about
and made off downstream.

Our coracles shot into pursuit, hailed wildly as we passed the fort. | made out the dear form of Gold
Flower of Day, waving afluttering scarf. | swung my paddie hi response and was seen.

Before we had |eft the fort far behind, we began to overhaul the last of the coracles, which now turned
about to meet and destroy us. | stood up and fitted an arrow to my bow, well dressed with gray
goose-feathers, but before | shot | made out from my greater height above the water an amost
impossblesght.

Up the river was coming toward us, dowly againgt the current, acraft which | had never again expected
to see. It was a Saxon dragon-ship!

Without an oar out to give it headway, it forged toward uswith abone hi itsteeth, swiftly coming nearer
aswe flew, pursuers and pursued, down the stream toward it.

Now it was seen and recognized as a new menace by the fugitive Mias. A trumpet recalled those who
hed fallen back to meet us, and the whole mass of coracles drew compactly together, bristling with
armed men, ready for whatever might occur.

Aswe drew dmogt together, an armored man sprang into view on the ship’ stiny deck. He steadied
himsdlf with ahand on the dragon’ s neck, while above him its movable red tongue waggled vicioudy as
though it were hissing at al of us. He shaded his eyes and peered at us as we rushed toward each other.

All a oncel recognized him.

Guthlac! Guthlac, last of the Saxons! Guthlac, whom we had thought dain by the fish-people of the
svamps!

| raised along hail across the narrowing waters.
“Turn, Guthlac, turn! These are enemies!”

He knew me and swung hisax wildly to signify that he had heard.



“Wel met, Wedlas!” he shouted, then seized a shell trumpet that hung there and blew an echoing blast.

At once we saw what had towed the ship so strongly up the stream, for breaking through the surfacein a
shower of spray came dozens of the hideous and scaly Piasa, who cast off their towing-collars and ropes
and hurled themsdlvesinto the vanguard of the Mias.

Frantically they backwatered and tried to turn aside, but the Piasatore wide holes hi their bark craft and
they sank hi the rushing waters.

We withdrew, guessing that these creatures could distinguish little between friend and foe among the
various races of man, and contented oursalves with maintaining an arrow fire into the confused mass of
gruggling enemies.

Now more Piasatumbled over the sides of the dragon-ship and with exulting croaks took to the water,
while from downstream came churning up afrothy shod of others.

It was soon over. Not acoracle floated on the stream, and from the bank where our little flotillahad
taken refuge we saw the waters of the Ohion dipping redly toward the sea, while the monstrous man-like
creatures, glutted, rolled playfully hi the greasy ripples, supping up the floating scraps that bobbed about
hi the eddies.

At aseries of notesfrom Guthlac’ s trumpet, some of these caught upon the trailing ropes and drew the
dragon-ship upon our shore, just as our panting followers came hurrying up, to recail hi horror at the
frightful beaststhat stood up hi the shallows and strode grimly toward them.

Guthlac legpt nimbly down and came laughing forward among his horde, forcing them back with rough
cuffswhich they did not resent, but fawned upon him like hounds upon the master. Then he came up and
seized my hand, shaking it stoutly.

“A good killing, Wedlas. Woden loves such tribute. Long since, | thought you in Held shalls.”
“And | you, Guthlac. How isit that you have made yourself king among the Piasa?’

“The Piasa?’ Helooked blank, then laughed. *“ Oh, you mean my fish-folk. That may be how they are
named by the red men, but they cal themsalves Gronks.”

“Then they have alanguage men may learn?’

“Ohyes! A good language, mostly grunts, croaks and hisses, but they do not talk to men very often—
usualy they prefer to act.”

Looking at the sinigter refuse floating hi theriver, | could well believe him,

At Guthlac’s command they took themsalves out of the way, to anarrow strip of sandy shore, where
with their long talons they scooped out shallow holes to accommodate their short unbending tails.

Presently they squatted above these holes and gazed at us coldly and, | thought, with appetite.

“ After you deserted me to the tender mercies of the swamp denizens,” Guthlac began ironicaly, “I
considered mysdlf adead man. They hustled me off over quaking morassesto an odd dank huddle of
cluster hovels degp inland. Here they thrust me into amoss-grown hut of wet and rotting logsand
brought me raw fish to est.

“Therel remained for along timein dread of death, until | plucked up courage and ventured out. | was



greeted with every sign of smple worship, and it was not long before | redlized that they werein awe of
me. When | made them understand that | wanted my ax, it wasimmediately brought to me, and my seaxe
aswedll. Obvioudly, then, | was not to bekilled. | have been treated very well by them.

“It was dmost two years before | findly learned enough of their speech to understand why | was
preserved and al my companionstorn to pieces.

“Asyou can see, they are on the way toward becoming men. That istheir ambition. They imitate men,
and they believe that by eating the flesh of people they will sooner become men. Some time ago, one of
their e dest announced that from the seawould gppear adivine being, partly man, partly fish, who would
become their ruler and teach them how to become human.

“When they saw my armor of fish-hide and found that their claws did off it harmlesdy, they took me for
thisdeity, and | have profited by it.

“I have taught them agood ded, given them simple wegpons, tried to give them fire, but they would have
none of it. Fire makesthem vastly afraid; so | have learned to prefer my own food raw hi consideration
of their fedings.

“| was another year building the ship, doing it mostly aone, though they carried the timbersfor meand
st them in place according to my orders. When it was done, | sailed along the coast, thinking to follow
you, for in that direction you were sailing when we parted.

“We cameto open seq, dtill following southerly, and arrived at aland of little brown people, who call
their country Chivim. | taught them the worship of Woden, but could not be happy among them.

“After | had abode there along time, hearing no word of you, | redized that | was searching hi the wrong
direction and that you must have rounded the cape | |eft behind me, and instead of going again to sea,
you had probably turned north, following the sea-coast. So, the next spring, my subjects towed me away
from Chivim.

“There was never any lack of food. The Gronks can follow afish under the water, doubling and darting
till it is caught. We lived well, both at seaand searching aong the coast.

“We went far north. Y ou would scarcely dream how vastly far thisland must stretch. We cameto a point
where the water numbed my subjects, and ice mountains floated in the sea. We turned back without any
news of you, and that was another yesr.

“Back along the seacoast we went, sometimes capturing a fisherman too scared to tell us anything, until
one day we saw wreckage hi acove and | knew it to be the Prydwen. We had passed close by on the
northward voyage, but high tide must have covered it, for only afew timbers projected even then among
the waves.

“So | landed there. We spied upon the outpost and took it, the Gronks feeding upon the garrison but
before dl were dead, | learned what had befallen you, that there was war in the ulterior and that my
friends’ (he stressed the word in asardonic way, | thought) “were fighting a powerful people. So, asmy
subjects cannot live long away from water, we hastened back to that river mouth and, searching up the
stream of the Misconzebe, found theright tributary at length and came hither as you see, and dmost too
latetojoinyouinthefighting.”

“But not too late to join us hi peace,” said Myrdhinn enthusiagticaly. * Give up your savage subjects and
dwell with men once more. We are kings among the hesthen now.”



Guthlac shook his head.

“I dso am aking, and my subjects are no lessfaithful than yours. My placeiswith them. Yet | will bide
with you atime, for | have work that must be done.”

He grunted an order, and all of hisfollowers, except adozen to pull the ship, splashed back into theriver
and made off downstream.

Myrdhinn and | were carried back to the ship by two stout Piasa, and when Guthlac resumed his placein
the prow, we were towed upriver to the fort, convoyed by our five coracles and followed by the warriors
on the shore.

Roya was our welcome, asloving arms enfolded us, and though many of the women werelorn and
hus-bandless because of the fighting, there was no keening for the dead.

Happy faces met us and tears were reserved for the privacy of the weik-waums.
At night | observed Myrdhinn glumly eying the stars. | clapped him on the shoulder.

“How now for your prophecies of disaster? Y ou said the stars portended doom for you, but the war is
over and dl iswell. Come! Admit that even you can sometimes be wrong!”

“Often | have been wrong, Ventidius, but never the sars. Thereisadegtiny yet to be completed.”
And hewould say nothing more that night.

In the morning afestive day was declared. During our absence the women had pounded flat a broad
surface of hard ground to be used asaball court. The Azteca are very fond of this game, sometimes
wagering everything they possess nipon the sport. It is played with abouncing ball which must pass
through a stone hoop, set perpendicularly in thewall of the court, to score apoint.

Asthe opening isbut little larger than the ball itself and because alarge number of playersare striving to
secure the ball for their own side, gods are difficult to make and people have been known to wager even
their clothing againgt the possibility of one, which, being made, drives them naked from the spectators
amid laughter.

Guthlac, seeing severa bet upon points which were not made and leave thusin shame and nudity,
declared roundly that the trick wasimpossible. | laughed at him.

“I candoiteadly,” | sad. “Even Myrdhinn, aged asheis, findsno difficulty init.”

“Doit, then, and | will believeyou. | have ajar of wine on board my ship that saysthe feat cannot be
done”

Myrdhinn smiled. “That wine | shdl earn, Ventidius”

Pressing back, he strode into the ball court.

A herald shouted:

“Makeway! Makeway for the Tecutli Quetza coatl!”

And the people bowed low before him as he took the ball.

He tucked up hislong robes, ran, bounded, and hi midair (asit must be done) threw the ball through the



hoop without touching the sides, scoring a perfect point. How the people shouted!

He returned to his seat near me, and the game was resumed while Guthlac sent one of the Piasadown to
theriver after thewine.

Myrdhinn took it, sniffed the aromawith appreciation and laughed. | handed him my drinking-horn.
“You must pay meadrink for theuse of that!” | cried.

Guthlac said nothing, but smiled a strange smile. Whether it was the sudden egleam of ferocity in hiseyes,
quickly masked, or perchance only awild suspicion, | know not, but al at once | distrusted the Saxon.

“Hold, Myrdhinn!” | shouted.

Too late! He had drained the cup to the dregs. Hig face went pale and haggard and he looked ancient
beyond the power of wordsto tell. He struggled to speak, choked, then said thickly, “ So thisisthe dark
degtiny the starswithheld!” and sank into the arms of Cronach Hen, the last remaining of his ninefaithful
bards.

Before we could gather our wits, Cronach Hen let hisharp fdll, laid Myrdhinn gently down and spitting
curses like acat, he dashed at Guthlac.

One of the Piasawas quicker than any of us. He caught up the bard, sinking hislong curved talons deep
through the flesh, hooking them among theribs. Then easily he tore him asunder asaman might rend a
roasted pigeon.

Women screamed in the crowd, and Guthlac croaked a command to his monstrous following ashe
backed warily among them.

“Now | have satisfied the souls of my brother and my men! Now | have avenged mysdlf upon the
murderer who led us here, who sacrificed us dl in amad search for aworthlessland. Come, Wedlas,
take meif you can!”

The Piasa sprang at us, long scaly arms spreading wide to grapple, talons hooked to tear.

Though the sight of these horrors chilled the hearts of my men, none refused the battle, but would not at
first closein, hurling hatchets and spears from alittle distance, which they kept easily, for these creatures
were agile only inthe water.

So, during our first surprise, his group won amost through usto theriver gate. With twenty Vaiants
about me, hastily rearmored, we fell upon him there.

“Stand back, Wedlas,” he bellowed at me, as he retreated deeper among his Piasa, swinging his short ax
to fend off spear strokes from three Hodenosaunee who were pressing hm close.

“Stand back, lest | cleave yeto the teeth!”

The three red men rushed recklesdy in, shouting their war-cry, “ Sassakway! Sassskway!” The Plasa
seized them. | heard bones crack and crunch and three brave souls were fled without a groan or whimper
of pain.

| fdtimmortd. | ran a them.

Guthlac' s eyeslit with savage joy. He snapped an order to his creatures. They gave way and opened a
lane, through which he strode, buckler to thefore, ax whigtling in aglistening circle.



“Takeit, Wedlas,” heroared, and flung it at my head.
It flew harmlesdy by. | hurled my pilum.

Now, he understood spears and lances, but he underestimated the difference between them and the
Roman pilum.

He laughed and caught the point deftly on his buckler. The bronze head penetrated and clung, the soft
copper shank bent, the heavy shaft trailed on the ground and dragged his buckler low.

| leapt forward and stepped upon the shaft. He had one breath of time to realize that he was a dead man,
before my shortsword beat down his defending seaxe and shore deep between neck and shoulder.

Hefdl. Myrdhinn was avenged!
At that ingtant, | felt mysdlf seized from behind hi an agonizing grip.

A Piasaraised me high above his head, and hanging therefor aningant | saw Myrdhinn lying in alittle
open circlein the crowd.

He opened his eyes and caught my gaze, srangdly and lovingly asafond father might follow with hislook
awillful and erring son who had foolishly plunged himself into danger.

Hislips moved. The grip rdlaxed and | was flung down. Surprisingly, | was not stunned by theimpact. |
scarcdly felt the ground.

Aswith Antaeus, the earth seemed to give me superhuman strength. | knew that | wasinvincible! The
Piasa snatched for me. | laughed at him, brushed hisgrip away like afesther. | seized him by the scay
throat and broke hisneck likeabird's.

Aht the multitude flung themsel ves upon the remaining Piasa, forcing them down, overwhelming them by
sheer numbers.

| hurried to Myrdhinn and bent over him. | must have been ahorrid sight, al dabbled with gore, my
armor clawed away and my hands dripping red on hiswhite robes, but he smiled faintly.

“I didit, Ventidius, for you. That time, it was sorcery! | gaveyou al my strength, that you might not die. |
have loved you like a son—I never had a son— how could | let you die? God forgive me, | used sorcery
aggin—

“God will, Myrdhinn,” | said softly, but his eyes had closed and | do not know if he heard me or not.
| thought him sped. Then he spoke again, very low, and | bent to catch the words.

“So thisiswhat was meant by the saying that | should find the Land of the Dead—beyond the sunset—at
the end of the world. Come then, show me the way! Must | go alone?”’

He stared about, but it was plain that he saw none of us.
Suddenly he sat upright and hisface glowed with joy.

Out of the west came flying rapidly agreat white bird such as | have never seen before. It approached,
circled usthrice without dighting or giving voice, and flapped away again, Speedily asit had come.

The aged body relaxed. | laid him down with care, and knedling there, | buried my face in my hands, for |



knew him gone at last.

Over me swept adreary londiness. | had lost adear friend, arevered man whose wisdom had saved me
often frommy follies. At last, | redized that | had loved him like a parent, but it wastoo late—too late—I
could not tell htm now.

Through tears, | saw those around me kneedl in parting reverence, and very far away, awhite bird flying
on and on—into the western sky and far beyond.

So we buried hisbody, and over it we made ates-selated pavement of colored pebbles, showing a
picture of aman treading upon asnake, symbolic of his destruction of the Mian Empire, for hiswasthe
glory, seeing that without him dl our efforts would have come to naught.

Above hisgrave we built alarge mound, In the following days of our encampment there, but that night the
Royanehs of Myrdhinn’s young nation demanded the persons of the few remaining Piasaleft dive.

| shrugged as | turned away, and the cold-blooded scaly monsters gazed after me, staring with an
unblinking fish-look.

What were their thoughts, | wonder, asthey saw the people gathering brush and fixing stakes hi the
ground?

Firewas amystery to them, strange, crudl water creatures. But they died by it and werelong in so doing.

“Houp! Houp!” shouted the dancing warriors, mimicking their death croaks, prancing high, circling the
flames

“Houp! Houp!”

And there were no scalpsto take, for nowhere upon their bodies was there any hair.
22

Twenty Tears Jater

In the northwest, far from Aztlan, near the mountains which fence off the Edge of the World, there dwells
today (twenty years after the death of Myrd-hinn) a miserable people* called by their neighborsthe
Flatheads. If they be Mian refugees, | know not, for | have learned of them only by rumor, but their skulls
are smilarly shaped by binding againgt aboard when theinfant is very young.

And in the moorlands, every lonely wanderer got himsdlf awife, so that many anoble, gently reared Mian
lady has drudged away her lifein tanning hides, bearing burdens and savage children for acrud spouse.

From some of these, we know that many perished wandering to the moors. A few may have got through
to the Hot Lands of Atala, but most were scattered and dain by those | sent to guard their journey.

S0 perished the haughty and vadiant Mian nation, and with them their far-flung Empire of the Mounds.

Back once more hi the cliff dwellings, we have known peace. We led war into the swamps of the Piasa
and wdl-nigh exterminated them.

Tolteca, south of us, isnewly turbulent and the tuneis coming when there must again be war.

Inthe north, | hear from Hayonwatha, who still lives, though al my British friends are dead from age or
battle, that the nation of the Hodenosaunee is growing yet more powerful. My soldiers, or dlies, hold all



the forts that once represented the Mian frontier. The Chichamecans, too, are friendly.

Y our legate, then, wherever he may land, oh my Emperor, will receive awelcome, for al expect the
coming of white men again and the word is out everywhere to receive them kindly and in peace as sons
of the Fair God, Quetzal coatl, the man who spoke of peace, but could be stern in war to end it quickly.

Treat my son, Gwachmai, Hawk of Battle as Myrd-hinn once caled his godson, kindly | beg. He will be
unaccustomed to great cities, though he has read of them in Myrdhinn’s books and has learned, | feer,
other more dangerous things. He has performed some peculiar feats that smack of sorcery to me.

Come, then, a oncewhilel ill live. | dream of Roman kedls grating on the shingle of Alata. | long to
hear the sounds of Roman trumpets. | have conquered a continent for Rome, but there is none that will
hold it undivided after | am gone.

Already they forget the Christian prayer that Myrd-hinn taught hisworshipers, forgetting the meanings of
the words. My Aztecagrow restlesswith liberty and long to wander.

Come beforeit istoo late. Come and take your empire!

Vde

Spilog

| laid down the ancient pages and turned to my veteran friend. “ That isthe end of thewriting,” | said.
“But not the end of the story?’

“How can it be? Why wasn't the message carried farther than Key West? What happened to the son of
Ventidhis? How was the message logt?’

“I think I can guess. Do you know how Key West got its name?’
| shook my head.

“When the Spaniards discovered theidand, it was covered with skeletons where a battle had been
fought So many were there that they called it Cayo de los Huessos (Idand of the Bones), which was
Englished as Key West. Suppose that those bones were the remains of the ship’s crew, sent with the
message, and killed by the Piasawho had been driven from the Florida svamps by Ventidius men!”

“Then that perhapswas the real end of the Piasa?’

He nodded.

“And the end of Kwachmai, Ventidius only son?’ | hazarded.
“l wonder,” thoughtfully said my veteran friend. “I wonder.

“After dl, hewas Merlin’ sgodson. If any came out of that battle alive, it must have been he. But that was
athousand years ago, and we shall probably never know.”

BOOK TWO
The Ship from Atlantis
/



<i%Cer!ttt’s Qodson

It wasthe Y ear of the Rabbit, hi the chronology of Aztlan, and the day-sgn being fortunate a great
festival wastaking place afew miles above the spot where the Misconzebe, Grandfather of Rivers,
mingleswith the st waters of the Gullf.

For amonth the invited guests had been arriving a Fortress Tollan, which held the entrance to this broad
highway to the north and the rich lands of Tlapalan. The reeds which gavethat digtrict its name were
gone, trampled into the mud by thousands of feet or woven into temporary shelters by the visitors. The
shore was lined with watercraft.

Hide bull-boats, birch-bark and em canoes or those carved from a single log rocked at anchor or lay
bottom up until they might be needed. Decorated hi fanciful patterns, they lay in colorful rows near the
crowded city of welk-waums, wickiups and tepees which had sprung up around the palisade spined,
earthen walled fortress. Few of those who had come to this mightiest of peace councils gave the fleet
more than a passing glance. The novelty was beyond.

Drawn up hi the shallows, well fastened againgt the tugging current, lay what any Briton would have
recognized as a Saxon pirate ship. Inthis'Year of our Lord 616, they crowded the rivers and estuaries of
Britain, but hi Alata (as North Americawas known at that time), there was only one. Built dmost twenty
years before of stout oak planks, caulked with pitch and bison hah, it had been well cared for awaiting
thismoment.

It was seventy-seven feet in length and clinker built At the prow and stern the decks wereraised. In
between, considerably lower, was apartial main deck or fighting platform, but the rowers' pit was open
to the weather. Here were rowing benches, fifteen to each side, with a gangway down the center. Rows
of wooden shields, emblazoned with the totems of those young Aztecs who had been chosen to wield the
carven oars, were fastened to the sides to protect them from arrows-or waves.

It was awel found ship and it needed to be, for hi it the son of the King of the World's Edge wasto set
forth eastward to discover the world. From the dragon’ s head with golden mane at the stem pogt, to the
tall a the stern decorated with glittering micaplates, it blazed with color. The hull was striped with red
and white, fox tails hung for standards and weather vanes and a burnished copper band encircled the
snglemed.

The oar holes were provided with shutters to keep out the seawhen under sall, as were the tiny windows
in the commander’ s cabin at the poop and the arsena and stores hold just forward. To the crowd, which
continualy milled and shifted dong the shore, the Feathered Serpent was a great wonder.

They were asmotley hi appearance astheir dwellings and their canoes. Many tribes and nations were
represented here upon thisgala day. Y onder strode caciques of the Azteca with saw edged, obsidian
toothed swords hanging by their sdes. Feather fringed shields adorned their arms and plumed helmets
graced their heads. Among them walked scarred fighters from the western moorlands armed with stone
knife and tomahawk, short horn bows upon their backs. Some of these wore bison headdresses; others
wore warbonnets betokening the taking of many coups.

Those who had come north from the great swamps bore blowpipes made of cane and carried dingsand
apouch of stones, while the representatives from the Long House of the Five Nations |ooked with
arrogance v

upon their smaler brothersin arms. These weretall men, distinguished by asingle eagle fegther fastened
into acentral react of hair, and they had come far south from their homeland to attend the gathering. They
were afierce people, these Hodenosaunee, but none wore war-paint for they had brought peace belts



into thered land of Tlapallan where once they had marched under the battle standard of Merlin the
Enchanter, to aid in the destruction of the hated Mian mound builders and their cruel empire,

Policing them dl, the Dog Soldiers kept order hi the camp, but there wasllittle for them to do. It wasa
happy throng. There was laughing and feasting for al. There was smoking in council and storytelling for
the old, using the universa sign language common to the many nations. The young men strove together. In
competition they wrestled and leaped and threw the tomahawk, lance or atlatl dart. They bent thelong
bow at the archery butts, darted like fish through the river or hurled the racing canoes dong its surface.

Many amaiden’sdark eyes glistened with enjoyment and pride at the sight and many amoccas ned foot
would tread anew trail to anew home when the celebration was over. As ever, happiness was mingled
with regret. Sum girlslooked toward the high stepped mound nesr the river and Sghed in vain desire,
gazing upon the unattainable, and would not be consoled.

Here stood a strong young man whose brown hair and lighter skin set him apart from the others of his
age. Hewas dressed much as they in doeskin loincloth, beaded headband, leggings and moccasins, for
the weather was warm and he had recently competed in the games. His face was serious, for thiswasthe
find day of the feastings and the important business of the meeting was a hand.

The chief priest of the War God stepped forward and intoned:

“Oh, Tlaoc, He Who Makes Things Sprout, and thou his wife, Foam on the Water, look favorably on
the mission of this young man, the son of your brother Huitzilopochtli, the Raging and Terrible God!

“Huitzilopochtli came among us when we were weak. We hid in the rocks like arabbit. He gave us
wegpons, he taught usto walk in pride, he ended our fear. He created the nation of Aztlan. Behind him
we marched upon our Mian oppressors. With the help of his brother god, Quetza coatl, Lord of the
Wind, and our northern alies of the Hodenosaunee, we killed the Mian Ku-kulcan and drove his people
back to Atda

“Now Tlapdlanis at peace as Quetzal coatl would have wished, for he loved peace as he wasloved by
us, though we are men of war. Today we are met hi peace and there isno war anywhere hi Alata. Our
God and leader, Huitzilopochtli, has called us together to do honor to his son, Gwalchmai, the Eagle,
who sails upon the Great Waters hi yonder serpent-ship. He will take the tale of our battling and valor to
hisfather' s people.

“We ask you, Tlaoc, to grant him favor and fair winds, aswift passage across the seas and a swift return
to uswho wish he need not leave usfor even alittlewhile”

Heraised hishands hi blessing and bowed his head and stepped aside. Another man came forward. His
polished stedl armor glittered hi the sun. He raised his copper bracel eted right arm hi the Roman salute
and dthough hishair was gray at the temples benegth his crested helmet, the strong musclesrippled under
his bronzed skin. The crowd roared a greeting. He motioned for silence.

“Thisis my son and my messenger. His godfather was Quetzal coatl, who is gone from usto the Land of
the Dead, but who may yet return. Today we remember the Lord of the Wind and how his magic aided
usdl, both you of Alataand we Romans shipwrecked upon your shores. We knew him asaman of
great knowledge. He was unafraid to do battle and unafraid to speak of mercy when battle was done.
That others may know of his greatness, my wife and | send our only son back to Rome that he may carry
thetale of his godfather’ swisdom and bring other of our people here. Gold Flower of Day—"

A dainty woman came forward, smiling fondly upon her husband and son. She wore abeautiful cape of
hummingbird' sfeathers over ahuapilli, or shift, of gauzy white cotton. Her black hair was glossy and



long, coiled in the squash blossom fashion over and around each ear. On her wrists were bracelets of
cowrie shdllsand around her neck hung a plaque of matched pearls. Her wai g, till dim, was cinctured
with abelt of coinswhich could not have been duplicated e sewherein Alata. These were joined Roman
denarli 0'f silver and copper sesterces, linked together by gold. Divers had brought them up from the
wrecked Prydwen, thewarship of Arthur of Britain, in which Merlin Am-brosius had sailed acrossthe
Atlanticto find anew land. With im and hisnine bards, Ventidius Varro, the centurion of the Sixth
Legion, had also come to make himsalf aking and be worshiped asa god.

Gold Flower of Day kissed her son and took the sword and belt which Ventidius removed and gave her.
There were tears hi her eyes as she buckled the belt upon her son, but they were tears of pride. She
hugged him tightly once and released him, The crowd roared approbation and there was a greet shaking
of gourd rattles and blowing of bone whistles.

Ventidiusraised his hand again. She stepped back and the tumult stilled. He held up abronze cylinder so
al could see.

“Inthisistherecord of dl that has been done here. Our battlesin Azatlan, the joining of the Onguy
nations to form the Long House, our march on Mia-pan, our crushing of the Tlgpa h’ can armies, our
destruction of the Mian Empire.

“I send it to my Tecutli, my Lord across the sea, who will be happy to know that brave men dwell here
asthere. That it may not fall to reach its destination, | now placeit in the keeping of my son, who, with his
companions, will by strength of arm and his god-father’ swisdom seeit safely there. May fair windsand
camwatersad him and bring him safely back.”

He gaveit into the young man’' s hand. Gwachmai dipped it into his belt and the two men gripped each
other’ sforearm and gazed deeply into one another’ s eyes. There was no other word spoken nor other
leave-taking.

They dowly descended the steps of the teocalli and passed through the knedling quiet crowd, followed
by the priests. The thirty young Aztecan rowers who were to man the sweeps had dready thrust the
dragon-ship alittle way out from the shore. It was necessary for Gwalchmai to wade out thigh deep to
embark.

He stood on the steersman’ s platform, with his hand on the whipstaff of thetiller asthe ship swung out
into the current. Helooked back at his parents standing on the shore. They were asimpassive as he,
Roman pride matching Aztec dignity, but if hearts could weep unseen—there would have been tears.

Thirty oars dipped in saute to the temple. Up rose the heavy cotton sail called “ The Cloak of the Wind”
with itswinged serpent in red and green, ramping ready to sirike. Asthe wind took it, the oars lashed the
water and the ship picked up abone hi its teeth and borne by the stream went down to meet therollers
of the Gulf.

Ventidius and hiswife stood watching as the ship grew smdll in the distance. There was no sound from
the crowd. For once, even the children were quiet, sensing the moment There was afleck of color far
away. Wasit aglint of sunlight upon an oarblade or a gleam upon awave? A seagull’ sveering wing asit
plunged into the water or the flicker of the dragon’s movable tongue? No one could be sure, but it was

gone.

They turned from the shore and went back through the waiting crowd, Ventidius arm now about his
wife, who waked leaning unashamedly againgt him, her eyes hdf closed, but dry.

Two men stepped out of the throng and walked beside them, without speaking: Ga-no-go-a-da-we,



Man Who Burns Hair, the mighty emissary from the People of the Hint, and Ha-yon-wa-tha, Royaneh of
the Onondaga.

Ventidiuslooked up from the ground and saw them and his face worked. Gold Flower of Day smiled,
reached out and touched them affectionately. “Old friends, dear friends—aways there when we have
needed you. Now that we are two again, we need you most of al.”

Ventidius bent and kissed her. “Nay, dear one, we will dways be three. Amavimus. Amamus.
Amabimus. We haveloved. We love. We shdl love. We cannot know what hewill find at the end of his
journey. At the end of mine, | found you.”

And the little group passed on, through the crowd, toward their own quarters; and the feasting began
agan.

Once out of the muddy channels of the Misconzebe delta, the dragon-ship turned eastward. Thewind lay
fair behind and the sail strained away from the mast. There were small idands and shodsto avoid and
other river mouthsto discharge trees and floating debris. Astheir way lay coastwise for somewhile
Gwachmal gavethetiller into the hands of the steersman and directed him to hold away from the shore.
So they sailed for along day’ s run, keeping the distant greenery just visible to their left.

At evening they borein under oars and beached upon a cord strand in a pleasant cove. A rill of sweet
water emptied here into the seaand tracks dimpled deep into the mud tokened that thiswas afavorite
watering place for deer. While some of the crew sought for oysters, mussels and crabs, otherstook their
hunting gear from their chests under the rowing benches and dipped into the forest. It was not long
before venison was roasting over abed of driftwood coal s which shimmered with heat and color.

After atremendous medl in which none of the ship’s stores had been used, most of the men lay down to
deep near thefire. The night was warm and no shelter was needed, dthough, as with most Saxon
warships, it was possible to unship the light mast and drop thetip of it into the forked jackstaff at the
prow.

Under this danting ridgepole, when the sail was drawn over it and made fast, the rowers' pit would
remain dry and the crew could deep in comfort, either when drifting with a sea-anchor out or drawn up
on abeach till morning.

The night passed uneventfully though sentries had been posted and regularly relieved. The next day
Gwachmal, following the ingructions given im by hisfather, directed the course steadjly southward to
pardld the coastline of Horida, dthough at that timeit had no name.

This had once been a country of dread. Even now it held few human inhabitants in spite of its beauty and
plenitude of game. It was noisy with birds of al description during the day and the swamps boomed with
the roar of the bull-aligators. Occasionally the scream of a hunting panther shrilled, but there was nothing
to disturb the crew of the Feathered Serpent.

The weather remained fine. The god Hurakan dept, it ppeared. They passed through amultitude of
idandsand cord reefs, 4ill living off the land, putting hi only to deep, hunt and maintain their water supply
carried hi large earthenware pots. Then as they were about to round Cape Sable adverse winds blew
them southwesterly out of sight of land.

Had it not been for thelittleiron fish of Merlin’ swhich, floating hi abowl of water, had guided the
Prydwen westward across the ocean to Alata, they would have been well lost. Asit was, when the seas
quieted they were glad to see land and fed it under their feet again. The vegetation was lush and there
was much fruit. On the beach they trapped agiant turtle and feasted upon it.



After the otherswere adegp, Gwachmal studied hismapsin hislittle cabin. Thisidand was unmarked
upon them, but so were hundreds of others they had seen and the coastline itsalf had not been asthe
maps presented it. He was forced to conclude that he could depend upon them only in the most genera
manner and in the end he rolled them up again and put the painted cotton strips back in Merlin’s great
chest.

Other magic things which he knew were more potent were kept there. Merlin had called them histools
and they were asfamiliar to Gwachmai as his own right hand. Here were hiswitching herbs, his philters
and hisamulets. In a casket, covered with carvings which did not dways remain the same, were powders
and pills not to be used without prayers and spells. Here, in alittle tray, was hiswand of power and the
wizard' sring which he had dwaysworn. Gwa chmai weighed it thoughtfully and dipped it on hisfinger.

He dimly remembered sitting on the old man’ slap and pulling on the long white beard which had
entranced him. Merlin had laughed and called him Hawk of Battle. He had been very smal. Now Merlin
was gone and Gwalchmai possessed histools.

Here were his books of spellslimned on fine parchment, and volumes of recipesfor explosive powders
and colored fires. Below them, in the bottom of the chest, were the Thirteen Magic Treasures of the
Idand of Britain, which he had brought away to preserve them from the Saxon pirates. Gwachmai had
just unwrapped the Cauldron of Plenty from the Cloak of Invishility when an outcry from the shore
gartled him. Snatching up hisfather’ s shortsword he ran out, into a scene of horror.

A little earlier, strange scaly heads had poked up out of the sea, near the spot on the beach where the
turtle had been butchered. The creatures paddled out of the water and snuffed the blood. Asthey did so,
spined combs rose and fell on those heads like the crests of cockatoos, and under their retreating chinless
jaws waittled pouches flushed an angry purple with blotches of red.

Enraged, they dug into the blood soaked sand and flung it about with webbed clawed memberswhich
could only be cdled hands. They glared about with their round lidiess eyes and air hissed in and out of

rudimentary gills

Ventidius Varro had not thought to warn his son against these fearsome beings. Known to the nations of
the southeast and the Dlini asthe Piasa, they called themsdaves Gronks. He had fought them and thought
them exterminated. Only these few had found arefuge on thisfar idand, to bear witnessto what horrors
Nature was capable of creating in amoment of madness.

Asthey caught Sght of the ship afew started toward it on their bandy legs, their long sharp fangs clicking
in anticipation. Mot of the othersfdl to dl fours and advanced upon the deegping camp. Avoiding the
fire, which was the only thing which these cold-blooded monsters held hi dread, they circled and
surrounded the unfortunate men. Although their bodies quivered with desire for the feast and their short
stubby tails twitched asthough they would lash like thetail of an infuriated dligator, they waited for the
givensgnd.

While waiting they muttered together in low grunts and hissings, thus proving that they were more than
beast if lessthan men. Then the leader roared, and as one, they hurled themselvesinto the camp.

The drowsy sentry fell instantly before that rush. 1t was a hopeless encounter from the start. No man of
Alataever dept gpart from his wegpons and confronted now by the horror their fathers had known these
warriors of Gwalchmai’ s grappled with their terrible enemy. Torn limb from limb, their warm flesh eaten
whileit sill held life, they struck out while they were able and died where they had dept.

Thefiercecry of the Aztlan Vdiantsarose: “Al-alala Al-alalal” But it grew wesker and fainter as
those who sounded it fell with no time for desth songs.



By the time Gwalchmai reached the shore it was amost over and he saw that he could not reach hismen.
He turned and ran back to the ship. The only help they could hope for must now be found only in

sorcery.

Unnoticed by him as he cut hisway through the smallest group for the second time, the bronze cylinder
with hisfather’ s message dipped out of his bet pouch and fell into the sand. He attained the deck again,
but they were close behind.

At the sight of the monsters clambering over therail and the death-cries of hisfriends sounding in hisears,
his heart failed for an instant. Avoiding the clawed embrace of thefirst pursuer, he plunged his sword to
the hilt initsthinly armored underbelly. Then, asthe overlgpping scaes clenched upon it when the
attacker doubled up inits agony, he found he could not withdraw it

He darted into the cabin, dammed and barred the door against the ponderous bodies which plunged
againg it. Again betraying an intelligence approaching that of man, one Gronk picked up an anchor stone
out of thewater by itsrope and hurled it against the door, smashing in the stout oak planks.

By thistime hordes of the scaly creatures were swarming over the camp, from which came no more
war-cries, nor any sound indeed but those of an obscene gobbling. Struggling to enter, those on the ship
crowded one another to enter the cabin, but Gwalchmal had reached Merlin’s chest and seized a
talisman of greet power from thelittletray.

It writhed in hishand like aliving thing as he pronounced the cantrip which activated it. Smoke curled up
from his seared palm, but he clung to it grimly until he had finished the spell. The Gronk picked up the
anchor stone again and felled him with it, but it was a dying reflex action. The cregture dropped dying,
decaying asit struck the deck, the flesh falling away from the skeleton in moments. All over theidand the
same thing was happening. The feasters perished in the act. Those hurrying to the feast never reached it.
Even those who dwelt at the far ends of the idand died without knowing what had struck them down.

Gwachmai lay unconsciousin hisblood hi the ruined cabin. Skeletons lay with him and on the deck, but
there was nothing left alive to harm him. He lay there, murmuring incoherently, and when his eyes opened
he looked about without knowledge. By and by he dept.

Thetide came gently in, lifting the prow of the Feathered Serpent from itstrough in the sand, and
because the other stones had been lifted from the sea by the other attackers, there was nothing to hold it
upon the beach.

The breeze blew softly that morning from the shore and the dragon-ship drifted away, spinning dowly
with no hands at the whipstaff. Later an easterly wind gave it speed and direction, away from the coast,
out into the open ocean.

After long hours the edge of the Gulf Stream caught it and hurried it on, away from Alata, away from his
homeland and away from the idand of death. Centurieslater the Spaniardslanded and christened it Cayo
delos Huessos—Idand of the Bones. Today we cdl it Key West.

2
‘The golden'Bird

Gwalchmai woke, but he did not know that his name was Gwa chmai. He knew that he was aman and
that he was on a ship, but what manner of ship it was or how he came to be there was lost knowledge.
Y et nothing looked strange to him.



He knew that thiswas amast and that was asail. He swung thetiller and the Feathered Serpent
answered the helm—duggishly, because the sail was furled. He climbed up and cut the lashings and made
the sheetsfast. Now the gentle breeze bore him eastward. He felt that he wastraveling in the right
direction, but could not have said why it seemed right to him.

The reason for his satisfaction was buried deep hi hisinjured memory. He frowned, trying to remember,
and the wrinkling of hisforehead pulled at the stiffened hair where it was stuck to the wound above his
right temple. He explored the damage with hisfingers and winced. The cut waswide and swollen. He let
down aleather bucket overside and brought up water and bathed away the blood. The salt stung and
burned, but afterward he felt better.

It cameto him that he was very hungry. He seemed unusualy week and when he discovered the ship's
stores, it was hard for him to open atightly knotted sack of pemmican. He remembered having seen a
long knife lying on the deck among some bones and went &fter it. It seemed along journey and after he
hed retrieved it and brought it down into the hold he sat hi front of the sack which smelled so good trying
to recollect what he had meant to do with the knife. After amoment hi thought he stabbed the sack and
the rich food gushed out.

He gorged with both hands until he was satisfied. The lean pulverized sun-dried antelope mest, mixed
with fat, dried wild cherries, marrow and fish eggs was dmost ingantly digestible. It was not long before
he felt stronger. Placing the shortsword hi the scabbard which still hung at his belt, he opened ajar of
water and drank deeply. Instinct told him he must not drink the water in which the ship floated.

Afterward he dept again, the rest of that afternoon and dl through thd night. While he dept, the wind
continued to blow eastward and a dawn it sill pushed the ship on, though by intermittent light waftings,
until midday when it ceased entirely and the ship drifted hi the doldrums.

It was very hot without the breezes. Pitch softened and ran hi the deck seams. The sail hung limply from
the mast. Drifting, he noticed that little patches of weed were codescing into larger mats, upon which
crabs and insects crawled. The dayswent by with little change. He managed to clear the deck of the
skeletons, but he became infected with afever which exhausted hmand helay in hiscabin for along
tune, Sick to the point of dying.

It was afight to crawl to the water jars and back again to hispalet. It was only sullen determination to
live that enabled him to choke down food. Weeks passed. The Feathered Serpent worked its way out
of the Gulf Stream current and entered acalm expanse of sea. No rain fell. The weed mats became
idands. Theidandsjoined and locked the becamed ship fast.

His strength became again asit had once been, but il his past was ablank. And then one day as he sat
on the afterdeck with acup of water hi his hand, looking reflectively at the horizon across a sea of weed,
he saw that it lay everywhere that the eye could search. Close to the trapped ship, lanes of clear water
could be discerned, but farther away, in the direction whither ship and week idands were dowly drifting,
there seemed to be no breaksin the thickly packed mass.

Nothing disturbed the surface, except along even swell which cameirregularly asthough some huge
denizen of the underseawent privately about its business far beneath. There were no waves. No rollers
surged to break upon the coast of that seaweed continent, neither had the winds any power over it. This
was the Sargasso, dread haven of dead ships, and only the sun and silence here conspired to drive men
mad, before famine was to strike the mercy blow.

Far away the rays of the setting sun were reflected from some glistening object of ruddy golden hue,
deep in the weed pack, and at this he stared while he sipped his water and wondered what it might be.



Darkness bid the mystery and he retired. On the next day it was alittle nearer.

Other days came and passed, dragging out their monotonous round. There was nothing to mark their
passage but the sinking of the level in the water jars and the closer matting of the weed masses asthe
con-stant duggish urging of the distant Gulf Stream forced them together. Then, aswasinevitable, the last
of the jarswas emptied and all of the water was gone.

The brassy sky gave no promise of rain and hisonly relief now came from the moisture deposited upon
the sail during the night, but the few drops he was able to gather tantalized him more than they satisfied.
He searched through Merlin's chest for something to drink and found asmall via which held little more
than aspoonful of clear syrup. It was pleasantly sweet and pungent and he drank it al.

Merlin had kept himself hale and hearty with it for many years, doling it out drop by drop, and
Gwalchmai, in his proper senses, might have planned in other circumstancesto do the same. It wasa
priceless potion worth dl the gathered treasure of many aking. Gwalchmai was only aware that he no
longer felt thirst, not knowing that he had emptied the only bottle hi &l the world which had ever
contained the Elixir of Life.

Now he did not crave water. His cracked lips healed and he felt strong and exhilarated. Each evening he
marked that the remote gleam had come alittle nearer and it seemed that aform was amost visiblein that
far shining object—aform that as yet he could not recognize.

Once, when marking the downward progress of the sun, he saw upthrust against its half-hidden disk a
protuberance from the sea. Tdl, snaky, with huge horse head and shaggy mane, dripping water and
weed, it poised there looking out over the surface hi search of prey, but did not spy the ship and sank
again, the sun descending with it.

Weary of theweight of his sword, he had given up the wearing of it some weeks before. Now he went
thoughtfully below and strapped it on again. From that time, waking or deeping, the sword never left his
sde. Gwachmai did down astay, through the rotting sail tatters of crimson and green, and pondered for
amoment. From hislately accustomed post at the mast he had discovered that it was now possible to
come closer to the mystery which interested him.

The moon had waxed and waned since any perceptible movement had taken place in the ship’s position,
but this morning that oddly enticing glimmer had come much closer to him. Near now, scarcely amile
away, it looked like a glided long-necked waterfowl, asleep with head bowed upon its breast. Could
there be birds of such hugenessin the world?

Rain had falen some days previoudy and now while he ate and drank he studied the route he might take
toreachit.

Asthough to coax him on where hiswishesled him, alane had opened hi the weed overnight where there
had been no sign of one when he had retired. Passing within ahundred feet of hisvessd, it veered
eastward directly toward the curious bird.

Could he open a passage to the channd for hissmdl boat? Surdly it wasworth atrid. Aninner feding
ingnuated that yonder something fine and desirable was waiting, but if he wasto leave it must be soon.

An hour of watching had shown him that the channel was aready narrower than it had been at early
dawn. The same close ingpection should have brought to his attention the fact that the banks and edges of
the lane were hegped and torn. Rotting vegetation had been brought up from below as though some
mighty rushing body had pushed through the weed, forcing a passage, piling up the debris of its passing.
This had escaped his notice. He saw aroad to his desire and nothing else.



After placing the small boat overside, he pushed away from the dragon-ship. He did not raise the sail, for
there was no wind, and he took no food or water, though he felt certain that he would not return. In his
gill mazed mind this did not seem an unusud thing to do. Mysticaly, he felt himsdlf guided—he could not
have said by what or whom. It seemed that a quiet voice was talking to hm without actua words. It
instructed, commanded, directed his actions. He gave himself up to the voice.

At firgt, progress was difficult. Weed gathered against the prow and hindered him. He was obliged to
stop frequently and press these clumps bel ow the surface with an oar in order to pass over and on. After
ahalf-hour he broke through into the channel and it was then a smple matter either to row or scull.

The clear water ran straight asacand, directly toward the distant glowing swan. Very soon he came
close enough to see that dthough it was not aliving creature, it was as nearly perfect areplicaas man
could make.

The position of the head and neck remained unaltered. The beak was partialy open and there was an eye
aboveit which was closed. The lid appeared movable. Asthe young Aztlanian drew closer he could see
that the nearer wing was feathered, by skillful carving and molding, but damaged. Half the pinion was
gone and where the remainder trailed in the water the edges showed no signs of corrosion, but were torn
and jagged.

He paddied closer. Now that it was evident that this phenomenon wasindeed a ship, Gwalchmai fet little
surprise. The craft he had quitted possessed the figurehead of afabulous mongter, with fangsand a
waobbling tongue. It was concelvable that other ships might be constructed to resemble birds.

But where was the open part of the vessal? Was there an entrance? Could there be within it another
lonely voyager like himsdf? He must ingpect the opposite side and find ouit.

Then, before he could move, alittle ringing voicetinkled inside hisbrain, like atiny tocsin peding out
danger:

“Look behind you!” it warned, and he turned. Coming, and swiftly, was the maker of the path upon
which he had intruded.

Thirty feet above the water towered a head, green with weed, leeches and paragitic encrustations. Eyes
larger than his own head glared down upon him as paddle-like flippers thunderously smote the water and
awhite wave creamed the long neck high with foam. The beast would be amost instantly upon him and
athough Gwalchmai had no name for this menacing creature, he knew that here swam Degth!

He stood up in hisrocking boat and tugged out his shortsword as the jaws above him opened wider than
those upon the figurehead of his own ship. He caught a glimpse of a pointed tongue, sharp fangsdriving
down and ablagt of stench-laden air choked him. His ears were stunned by hissing louder than a scream.

Gwachma amote once, with dl his strength, and felt the sharp sted bite through gristle. Then,
overbaanced by the blow, he fell into the prow and the hideous bony head came down like a thunder
stone upon the stern.

Up, up, highinto the air he shat, clinging grimly to the sword hilt. Twigting there, unconscioudy directed
into aperfect dive, hefdl again, piercing cleanly through the deep weed which lay hard against the golden
ship.

Deep down, in clear water, dill retaining his sword, he swam benegth the ship, noticing even then that the
bird smilarity continued under the surface. Feather carvings covered the meta and passing one huge
dangling leg and then the other, he saw that each broad foot was webbed with a metallic membrane



which quivered and waved as he stirred the water.

Driven by hisown strong legs, he came to the surface, the matted weed offering little resstance to the
keen edge he opposed to it. Now he found himsdlf close to the other wing, which was undamaged
though a so hanging down and partidly extended. By the rough corrugations and body carvings he
climbed to the broad back. A quick glance showed him that the monster had submerged. Animmense
commotion beneath the surface rocked the golden bird and brought up bubbles of gas from the decaying
weed. A wide scaly tail dapped the open water in the channdl and the boat bobbed like a chip againgt it.

Instantly the hideous head regppeared beneath the boat, seized upon it, shook it, crunched it into splinters
and spat out the remains.

Gwalchmali lay flat upon the sun-heated metal, covered with dry sat dust. He could see that one side of
the great creature’ s head was 0ozing tears of dime. Upon that side, the horror was blind. His one wild
stroke had diced away the cornea of its eyel

Again thelong neck shot up out of the choppy waves, turning, twisting to catch sght of the enemy.
Gwalchmai knew that he was seen and sprang to hisfeet. He tapped the sword point upon the bird's
back. The metd rang ddlicately beneath him.

“Come! Help mefight!” he cried and siwung the blade over his head to deliver amighty blow, which
would certainly be hisonly one.

But what wasthis? A thrill benesath his moccasins, atingle which coursed through hiswhole body—a
quiver which ran through the ship, if it was altogether a ship!

There was amovement like that of musclestensing. The dripping wings haf lifted and struck the surface.
Thelong beautiful swan neck siwung up and lay back. The eyes glared open. A brilliant white light shone
through from behind crystd pupilsand it stared like aliving cresture into the countenance of the onrushing
Titan.

Then, asthe young man felt the perspiration start out upon hisbody in anticipation of the rending fangs,
the bird’ sbeak parted wider and from it issued atorrent of crackling flame, followed by athunderclap so
closethat, dazzled by levin bolt and dazed by the stunning report, he was hurled to the metal beneath
him.

The serpent’ s head whipped back, tattered rags of flesh, seared and charred, fluttering about the gushing
neck stub. Then, guided only by its secondary brain at the spin€’ s base, the dying surviva from the
primeva tore through the weed, blindly hurled itsalf against the deserted dragon-ship and sank in the
splintered ruins.

When Gwa chmai became conscious the sun waslow and he till lay where he had fallen. His